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LELEEeEe CS OLD 
To the Reader. 


Ookes are the pillures of men; Eves delineated , 

firſt by fancy , and by judgement drazne to the 
life. Such inthis petee, the lrving Idea of him that writ 
it, who though now dead , has a living Monument to 
his worth. His Beoke, which deſpight of fire» can never 
concert to aſhes, 'T i; Lentum Dram for Troy;that 
will not bee taſulyconſumed, be ſhall live in Paper, which 
ſpall make bim live ins Marble, And in this good Rea- 
der, his worth ſÞall bee Emergent , be has dom many 
things well, and notbing ill. T berefore receive bins as an 
abſolete teſtimony of wit and fancy, or elſe deceive thy 
felfe, ſince bis workgs are as exeetient, as ſingular, 


. 
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| L250222-22226 
On the. deceaſed: Authour , 


Maſter Thomas *Beedom, 
and his Poems. 


R Eader tt grieves mee. that Teannot bring, 
A freſh Encomion, but am fors'tto ſing, 
A withered Elegie, andonely boaſt, 

T be wealth and treaſure of a riend that's loft. 
Beedom, [ doe admire thy terſe; T be ſwert, 
And gentle cadence of their ordered feet, 


Whiſ enplets ;ſf's with ſo divine an Art, 
As if the ret ie about tby beart, 
Layd their propheticke Spells, and every line, 
Deare Beedom, / dee ſeaſon with my brines 
T hough or = — _ before, 
T o keepe thy bayes fill freſp: But deplore, 
0%" /u9-s-Gandplagame 
In ſtealing pitty thus from every one. . 

Fo ene ering of ſome fighs are paid, 


Tip 
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T hy jealus Lover, end thy conſtant Maid, 
( anmot big read, and theſe all ſadly vie, 
Ar true oblations, to thy obſequie. 
But when I wander im thy otber walker, 
And ſee the flowers of poeſie on their Stalker, 
FloriG in pride of fancy, I begimne, 
Almoſt to thinke Idolatry no ſmne, 
For ſuch a perfume breakes the yeelding Ayre, 
I] am #rg'd to offer for thy ſowle a prayer, 
And thinke in tat ſweet incenſe, may ariſe, 
My love, and wiſhes, as a ſacrifice, 
Thow' ht gaim a firange advantage of thy fate, 
T bat”s forc't to valew thee at equall rate, 
With the ſole Phenix; for from thy pure duſt» 
T by ſame takes wing, and perebing on the truſt \ 
Of thy firme friend, ( though —_ Titheny burld) 
Dares with a broad eye looke upon the world, 
He being beſt knowne Beedom, to thy wit 
T hou wiſely mad'ſt excentor to it, 
IV bo not defrauding of the world its due» 
Preſents thy worke unto the wiſer few, 
Me thinkes I beare from thy moſt gratefull clay, 
Soft murmurs breake, and ſpeaking ſeeme to ſay, 
T hanhs my deare Wilbore, for thy love andcare. 
By this my Genius clames an ample ſhare, 
For by the Elixir of thy friendly art, 
My memory, (which is my better part) 
A 3 Sha 


__ which ages bence ſhall glad ſee, 
ht by the wonder of Loves chimnſtrie, 
wow, juch a T eombe Be-dom, thy friend will moke, 
T bat all con time cannever ſhake, £7 
Let ethers build, Thy that friend am ſent, 
T o bring tie fot to bis Monument. 
V 
- —— 
Gl 
Ti 
Ed. Mays 4 
D; 
T, 
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On the death and Poems, of 


his molt deare friend, Ma- 
ſter 1 homas Beedome. 


VV Hy did th muſe di her eaglet« wing, (ſong, 
And male a flight at ? why did ſbee 

Like to the earel Larke, when Ge _q_ 

Gld carolls im the eare 0the. li unne. 

T ill beavens mbabit ants did-even conſpire, 

T o ſnateh thee as a chanter to their 

But glorious Beeaome, ere be left the earth, 

Did give to fame a Monument, a birth. 

To ſuch 4 living fancy, as in ſpight, 

Of fate, \ ſhall like a precious ray of light, 

Dwell "bout bi# urne, where all the muſes fit, 4 

Wayling the bſſe of bis emergent wit. 

end ore bis aſbes till their eze1» 

Iiſtea® of teares, ſhed monrnfull El gies. 

Penei m Daphne, there her armes diſplayes, 

As if ſe would :ombe bim in her bayes. 


And ſbe who Phatbus bot purſuit did ſhrunne, 
Pont the old aſber of bis Je 


T here 


Bok pen ſal 
Erhard 2-2 
Ones Mfrs, ar thy eman 

Thy his M onument,. 
hoy 1/ ook a'time 4 ſoule, 

T bat could in finving monbirs even coreronte, 
Arts nimbleſt currents, and mo wifth g lides 
W ihout leatt noyſe, admit” 

So have L ſeent'a gentle itreami , gh fivect, 
And fluent motion, ſoftly baſtto meet, 

Tts mother Ocean, and iarich ber. ftore, 

With a more grateful! tribute then before. 

A thouſand violent torrents poid, whaſe waver, 


1 hongh loneder, brought leſie muſicke 191 heir graver, \ 


His hfe was all ne harmony, and in's death, 
Numerous, and full of ſweemeſſe was his breath, 
1% yr p like the one layes, 

n 1, that. ſhall ſpeate 
While 7 ona gry van oo - 
Þr has a ſand lefpin bis , 

T bis 1s my totes which to ſhall be, 
A juſt PRanſert thee an Elgie. 


ens, By _ Hen, Glapeborns: 


[On his deſerving F 
Maſter Thomas Beedom, = 
--,* and his Poems; - 


Om foud is this age growne' "twill fearce admit, 
Each weares the others babit, neitber's kyowenes WY 

| By the wented proper drefſtythis warjrs owne. & 
| And every day new Authry tee apy b, 
. $.4s they the poper Merch 4 were, 
"| And boaſt themſelves the 


A 

TW | 

| if : 

, and thou ſhalt fred, ' 
was bis ming, 
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To his Friend the Author,f 
Maſter Thomas Beedom be- 
fore his death, on theſe 


his Poems. 


T2 is the riming » Age, no wonder now 
T o beare Thalia whiſling at the plow, 
All tra fficke with the 1ſnſes, tis well knowne 
The Scullers boat can touch at Helicon. 
Who quaffs not there ? doe we not Bily ſer, 
Each garden foot-boy belch ont Poetrie ? 

Who fo illnerate now, that will refu/c, 

For ſome ſlight Minion 10 make a ane ? 
Tet banowred friend doe not imagin I, 

In the left tax iby great atal ity. 

I know thee worthy of a better fame, 

T ber my beſt ſindy c m afford thy name. 

J onely wonld thy reader this informe, 

Such emp!y notbings are thy mules ſcorne. 
Nor db: 1 wiſh him. ſlightly to &reloke, 

The beebborne f.ncy, of thy labozer'd Books ; 


Fo 


| be that 1 the POems that are thine, 

OP liaſt call hem repturer, ſacred, and diving. 

" | bow darlng of the mmſes, in whoſe quize, 
"I bou ſhe's feng Peans, to Apollo's hre, 
with bis beſt lov'd Prieſts in equal! ſtate, 
Ciz juſth crown d, a Poet Laureatc, 


ly 


To 


For 
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To the Memory of his-In + 
genious friend, Maſter 7ho- 


mas Beed1n, and on theſe 
his Poems. 


Her's no juſt eaſe Friend that I ſhould write," 
V uleſſe I ould in felling ſaber indite, 
Ay pregnant griefe, till every line appeares, 
A volume of my forrow writ im teares, 
Eb fillable, each accent fbould afford, 
Þenteons expreſſimn, as the fulleſt word, 
Of ample anfore d lamnts, till all, 
1 write attend up tby Funerall, 
AiEpiceless till every accen” be 
Az Epitaph, each wird an Elie, 
e And wer't not for the life of this thy Bogle, 
(Which over me bypes, all life has not for ſooke. 
T by nuech bv d Memory ) T like thee ſbould grow, 
Albes, and never benceforth flrive 16 know, 


Life 


s feinftd ghwries; but'Yo injey thee cine; 
ls itb eager w_ ito Elyſium. "0 
SP xt 1b1s fazreOff-(pring of t fanoywhic 
1 great 6 LE SFAhe rc, 
akes me behold 1bee glorions, and T'view; . 
intelieGuall eyes im it, thy true 
1-1»/tained Idea, from ber ſpicie pile, 
'Þ be new borne Phenix riſes tobegrale, 
[ be amazed ſpe& ator 1, whoſe admiring frame. 
| he old ones figure, and beleeve't hs Jens 


[ bis difference 'rwixt thy Booke, and thee muſt bee, 


| bou d;'dft withit, endnow i lrves for thee, 


H. 8; 
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To the Memorie of his 


friend, Maſter Thomas "Beedom. 
And upon his Poems, L 


M Iſtoke me-not, I am not hither cone, 
With a ſelft- ſerking-praiſe Encomium, 
F em no Poets and my worthleſſe nave, 
May but detratl, net adde t6 my friends fame. 
1 know be mill not want more thez one friczd, { 
T hat know biz worth, and hnow it to commend, 
And with the next impreſſun, this thin Booke, 
Tprophefie, ſoul bk # Volume looke. 

bickned with ſeveral) Poems in his praiſe, . 
T hat als bis readers will adde to his bayes, 
I come but to wnlvad my heavie eye, 
V pon this ſpare blanks, in an Elegie, 
1 ben let me weepe a ſigh-through- mangled verſe, 
Steep'd deepe in teares, upon bis bonour d hea» e, 
Tell yet be'; gone, whoſe muſes early flight, 
Gave bopes 10 th* world, we nere ſhould ſee a night 
Of Poetry, that th' Widdow of thoſe rare men, 
Spencer, and Draytong admir'd Donne, great Ben, 
Shoals now remarried be, but ſee th ill lucke, 
When Juſt the match was made, ob theruds pre | 

eat 


Death fratcb'd bim benee, left Poctry, and uss 

, [1 0W.epe her orhne, and in bim, owr bfſe thug» * 
DMG riefe flops my eye-ftreame now kend reader then, 
F me 4 ieare 13ll I can 

11 07 er left you fporld beleeze the teare you lome, 

as but profius diy waſied, and repent, 

Read ore bis Bookes remember th Autber's dead, 

T ow'| ſbed one more, that you but one did ſbed. 


H. P. 
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[On the Poems of his worthy 


friead, Maſter Thomas Beedom, 
the lately deceaſed Author. 


Ooker are the Irving Monument 1, that heepe 
Ma fame? a when death's eternal fl 

13 ſeal d their eye-lids up, that giie thembreath, 

Even in their wrne:,and tryumph over deaths 

Sch is thy worke, which Beedome dutb diſplay, 

it i its prime, and fancy in its Mays 

ere every Muſe among the ſacred Nine, 

its as inclo#'d in their owne beantuous ſprin 

Th every lme's a Volume; ſhall confute, 

— *YEnvie, and bare-bipt calummnic, as mutes 

[tr the dmibe tongye of ſilence, ſpall obſre, 

of (1911 derraBing off-ſpring, fiom the pure = View 


View ſbming and illuſtrious” Wit, 
arp attrobutes ave writ. > 
T bat might adarne thy youth, or adde true grace, 
To thy lamented :Aemeorie; the face, 

the bright Sun, o freſp appearet, 
oh res hed ine 
As did thy wit, which like a comet gave 


= » then vaniſbed to a grave, 
s, and 1 among the reſt, 
ol wn in the Enſignes dreft 


wy firs, fol ls top, 
is as 4 grajgfull tribute, to thy bay, 
Shall 


ore wib eur brig ny | 
more, flowri new. 
=== 
is w ie 
endo Rap Grove Þ # hb bes 
It being ear acumpliſh perful ſtory. 
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- {| 1s not ompris/d, its Manſion is the heart. EY 
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SALAS fy" ; 
On the ay hank 
Ingenious friend , Maſter 
Thomas Freda nd 


his Poems. 
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[t cannot Becdome now deſcend, to A 
Saplawac me: rpagruchy 507 - IS 


4 aine of incenſe, ws ppt 

es ny fn Ly 

4 mags rf. 

Or nog with fat a. 

ranger ne Jang oye Ps 

pot ay pory ut phy 1 
iſt to be 


A ſacrifice to rar}. 


Nor doe I hope (45 others ) to adorne, 
Week HT re” 


, ef: fſabjell tothy worth, from 
T beir 


i 
bemg to attend va 


T hee, with the true devotions of « 1 


Thheugh for xnp'v= yon ray 


T bat thy faire iſſue lives, which to deſtroy, 
T ime iu unable, for thy name ſball have, 
andtryweryh | 


a —.. 


]. 8, 


Elegie 
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Elegie, on his Ingenious 


= the deſerving Author, 
Maſter Thomas Beedomt, 


| = cory fix coy oves ? No aire doth moves 
To maky the bonghs eaob ot her ba fſe in love, 
py: leaves an, as they bad jeabuz feare: ) 
On anto each others jojming earer, 

V pon the branches perch no airie quires, 
IWhoſe untaught wafiche art it ſelſe «dmres, 
pu ago: vin dla 
Strait d from the flender Organes of their throats, 
Add; to it ſelfe perfettion, and thereby, 
Shewe; natvi®'s weake to artfw}] induſtry, 
T be liſtning beard their quicke ſenſe doe apply, 
Not to the minted nje of eare or eye ; 
As when barmonious echoes dbe mrvite 
Attent ian both t9 wonder and d:light. 


B 2 iAl 


Allcreaturesbave their ave meth lift 
T beir Limbez of uſe, atd tae meant to onclnde, | 
Hi! being in « grnerall jolitude, 
Sch great effc&F1 great cauſes cannot miſſe, 
And bab are «quail, both alike in this. 
Not Winters Ifte band (the 6:3 birth, + 
Of blake North- wind; ) b-te gray'd the verdant earth, 
Or ſborne tht tred1 cron hes m-kivg them looke old, 
Nor are the tunefull bjrds groves: boarſe with cold, 
But Beedome loſe bath worne on their con jent, 
To ſhare a voluntary prniſþment ; 
p_ _— in botſlrons grſise the owt Ols bend, 
A large ſpreading armes from th rinds, 
T bat gr oarie for Beedotng as they fall pl 
Who m his barks caru d uavly a learned lays 
T he birds art voiceleſt "cauſe they camnot beare 
am Im" bm d (fheares 
derive ou! thi!) Ram e can 

Ld pimpryfLagrea rt mm man, 
For bam my trirr opus Jad napnees be, 
By an in Farr 1 or biden 

alt-dampmy pics iq ano OO fg, 
eaerT ke. no ſeaſon but the Spr \pring, 
Nor would be ſave have Juffered death tobe, 
Indge in the cauſe of bly mortalitie. 


—— A 
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Which Beedome whilft 
And by the power of 
| Sublim'dtothat your 
Which to bis vertne jou 
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In obituin Lachrymabilem ,- 
Thomas Beedome, nuper de- 


. - 7 . . « * L (4 

funiti, et in preclara ingenti v1 

. Ji Momumenta, jam pris tu 
mn edita 


\ \ Vi 
Vlccine erudeli cecidifti morre peremprtus ? 
liccine in extremos, juſlus es irc rogos ? 
4 Ervixiogreflustencroslanuginis annos ; 
Corruis ante diem, blande Bedeme, tunume 
OS''id inyar;urtrenativerciniftrdotaCamenis 
Caimina ? Threiciz digna le genda lyrz ? 
Dyidue quod auricomum cinxiller pennula frontem ? 
Vabratlcque tuas laurus amica gcnas ; 
Omnia tgoxagHti lint hac monumenta dolaris : 
D1anraque virrus erat, tantus eritque dolor, 
Sic in Ecithreo pretioſam littore conclam 
Cum perdat; Lacks us proſtruir Indus humum. 
Sicque ſuper tumulurPplorantia lumina ſalfis 
— Opprimimavflnyiiermorquetiraraydics; 
Cur tamen irriguis gurras ſoluamus ocellis ? 
Curve fluit gemitus noſtcr ab ore citvs, 
Tene per alcithroni ſcquerentur gaudia lutus? 
- Tene per aſtriferanrquagefet unda domum ! 
Non petit afſiduos fan ofum manſio planQus ; 
Convent haud liquidis flami tet ignis aquis, 


Non 


on ;pu: jnecitg Sree Sides ruinam 
Opprimer noe fact malca qt 
nunc magni acgato tyranne cor 
"Mors , et 4:pi8ifpende rrophera _— 
9 uam fragiles itus Concpeivleque ſagirta 
pa, nec yulneribus —— —_— boms & forts | 
Dulciloquis yoturans juvenis fu raicri 
Vivic in aurato nomen opiiſoce | libro, 
Arque triumphales redimune ſua tempora vitte 3 
ViRtor adeſt mortis, fama perennls erit. 
' JVivircnim certi Immuraro peRtore amici 
Nec potuit tumulo nobiliore frul. 
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Elegie on o_ death of his1 in- 


genious friend, ch 
Author, Maftor Thongs 
Bredanie. 


Nee I reſolv'd « ſilence, was coment, 
With the rare F abricke f thy Manment, 
V av. frrote, 
T'exceedeach other in a zealons lo.e 
To thy bleſt memory, and 1 ſmil d to ſee, 
T hy name tus rap'-in immortalitie, 
Tow puiythwbe neoiielers tributd meares let fall 
Ar mmerons drops at thy ſad Funer ll. 
As did tbat hrieed whoſe pregnant Muſe darer vie, 
Wub grieſe it ſelſe to Weepe thy Elevies . 
T ff durft nor write, ty 1edtoneſie was ſuch, 
It wiſely prompt me, 1ſhould wrong too much 
T by greater merit, had me rather monerne, 
Ingrigfirlov'd 'ſilexce ore thy quiet urne ; 


Which 


ac EY ann = ©OnNn 


(Once at - 5 s tribure teare. 

To thy lov' 4 fir enge amermuring | 

NE —=_—\ 

grave, 0nd 28 & | 

Of mncens'd anger, was to dejanmel 

e111 former friendſhip, if 1 ſpould denie, 

| Mongft other friemas to write vy Elegie ; 

IWhen thus ambiguous twixt my lave ond ſeares, 

I vented this» nh my teares. 

Strong courſe of F oe, could he whoſe generons quill 

Beſtows'd a life on otbers, which elſe ſtill 
Laine death's rxines, die bimſelfe; could be, 

W boſe powerfull Art ſpight of fterne deftinie, 

Broake up / ak booed or 

T be intomb d Herocs live againe, that ſwaide 

Ore others F ates, yet conld this balfe-god & eepe, 

Ingo @ grave, and in cold Marble fleepe, 

What tribe of Angels did iuvite thee bence, 

T heir glorious gueſt ? If not phat eur , 

Hath fond earth given thee ? That thou needs mnſt fiye, 

So young ſrom us, to beau eternitie. 

Or did thy precions ſoul ſbalg off its clays 

on nought below was worthy of ber Js 


mg match (ſe bere. did move, 
T _— with equal Saints above, 


Sare 


Sure thus it was, and und:ferying we, 
May tax our merit ; not thy defiinie, 
Tet glorious Beedome,though each friend appearer, 
Almofi thy Emblem, made ſo by bis teares, 
For thy lamented loſſe, yet when we looke 
On this immortal child ofwit, thy borke |, 
S miles from our ebeekes, all funerall teares doe drive, 
Seeing in it thy fame ſbal ever kve. 
T ime and thy Memory, which no fatt can ſever, 
$ balllaſt like ages, both conclude together . 


Em. D. IT} 
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Dn the Poemsof the Author, 
his deare Brother:, Malter 
Thomas Beedom deceaſed. 


Tlence would beſt become me, and 1 feare, 
I ſpoike the conſort by intruſion beere. 
1h. x ran For A 
ig to complement his ; 
bo T7 +64 frag ju birth ne 2a M 
Calls me to ſticke my panion to bis fame. 
T hen Reader know, we bave not us d oxr brajng, 
EEE TE 
Such as mag the P aper, blacke 
© YAndcauſe the ghoſt of owr dead friend to ſbrinkee 


he 


When nudgement 1 eye, bu Poerns ſball difecrne: 
Ng. no, is otherwiſe pike os | 
T by ator all detty, and it hh appeare, 

HM ayft pleaſe thy Got, a1 well as pleaſe thine care. 
He needs nut ſay, that will big worth commend, 
He was an Airlemic #4 bis friend. 


And requeſted . 
rr, © nr bye T 


THE 


IEALOUS 
LoUVER, 
OR, * 

THE CONSTANT 

=_ AF * 


Writtenby T. B, 


PE  —, —— RR 
—— 


—  — 


Sat eff pro laude Volngtas,— 
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Printed by E, P. for lun Sweeting , and 
arc to be ſold at his Shop, at the figne = 
of the Angel,in I opeshead- 
Alley,ncer Cornbill, 
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THE 


AuTHoOoR, Tothe 


READER: 


- LV Hen Johnſon, Drayton, and boſe 
' T hat can drop wonders from their 
Have with their muracles of Poetry 
Feaſted thy eares and ſatisfi d thy eye ;, 

T ben turne aſide, and *mong ſt the unigar things, 
Place what my new-borne Muſe abruptly frag. 


ro men 
a : 


W hich 


The Author, to the Reader. 
Whith thengh it be but mean ( 41 tis onfeſt) 
That ventured bard tn preefas a0 
If thou [miile on it, I prke my br ame 

Hath Labour d for this iſfwe wt in vaine, 
Hfotherwiſe thou doe comtemne my | ayes, * 

My fleaſur 5 more to me, then all thy proiſe. 


——— St cſt pro laude Voluptas. —— 


& 


UVak. 


THOMAS BEEDOME 
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FEALOYVS LoOUER, 


On, Tas: ... 
CONSTANT 


M ATD. 


VWHar timc che noble Briraine did reſiſt, 
And vauquith Romer Ceſar with his hoaſt, 
Who when he fel their fut y did defiſty 
And fle from Albians white-waverwalhtd coat: ; 
Where the tout Brittaines dy*'4,v Zomup blood, 
The Sea-greene face of the rumultuous Rood, 


There dwelt an antient honourable many. 

Nere Sabrin's ſhorc who was Cremallss bight, 

In wo fairc rwins his Olt ſpring firſt began, 

A ſon and daughter brought at once to light 2 
Who beau:its with their verrues vy*d in growth, 
Which ſhould moſt grace their infancy and youth. 


His ſon Cherilles, bur his fairer daughter, 

He nam'd Paxdors: did you never vicw, 

The liquid Chriſtall of a rantirig water, (new, 

Streame through ſome guilded fc1d, where all things 
C The 


\ 


The jealous Lover ,or 
The ſpring had niade , to ſuch a place this Maid 
Vnhappily (now grqwne a great one) frai'd, 


And while her eyes on themoyſt Element 
Did caſt eneir be: mes, another ſhape the ſpy'd, 
Far aboveſhers, on whom ſuch lives were ſpent; 
In Trop, forwhom ſo many Hero's dy'd ; 
Thus ſhape the faircſt ſure, that cr'e was ſhowney 
Was but a mcere rcficxion of her ownc, 


While thus the gaz'd on her owne ſhade, ſhe thou ghr, 
Oh that I mighr leape in, ard leazc yon prize * 
It were by «cath att tafie putchaſe bought, 
For who would live, ifnot in yonder eycs ? 
Nercifius (o himſclte himſclfe forſooke, 
Aud dy'd to ſee his ſhadow in a brooke, 


As yet the toy we call a Conia oth 
Whercin our finer Dames bchold their faces, 
Did reſt unknown, cle t'had not com: 10 paſt, 
Thar this bright Maid repleat with all the graces, 
Had in an Exrafie thus Rood amaz'd, 
While onely on her lively ſelfc ſhe gaz'd, 


Sull as ſhe lookr, ſhe with: fore le 6h 
Might pow as once Aries it did, beare 
Her on the friendly waves, but oh her wiſh 
Could not implore an ayde from any there, 
For they ſtood wondring that the carth cou 1d ſhow 
A brighieg Nymph then Neptuas could below, 
One 
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One while ſhe was zcſolv'd r* aflay the water, 

And ſo ſalute the thing the _—_ alive: 

Bur then ſhe poir'd che danger that came afrer, 

Leſt ſhe perhaps mighr never more ſurvive: 
Thus berweeric joy and feare amaz'd the ſtood, 
Viewing the ls fo of the filver flood. 


And ys it chanc*t to ſhade her from the Sun, 
Ynedſhe brighter facc ſhe rai'd her hand, 
She thuughrt Fen ſhade did beckon her co come 
To Thetis Arbor, and furſake the Land : 
Who had done ſo,had not a neigh 'ouring briers 
Sciz'd her loy'd coat, and made her fo recire. 


Injarious weed (quorh ſhe) why haſt thou aid 

Mc from a happincſlc I might have had ? 

Receive the juſt curſe of a ſpotleſſe Maid, 

Mayſt thou be hehceforth held a thing fo bad, 
So rough,that all may hate thee; thus having ſed, 
ſc lince remaines with pricklics overſpred, 


- 


by this, Cherilks, who had long time fince 
Follow'd ſterne Mars, in the black: held of wars, 
Was home 1eturn'd from ſervice of his Prince, 
Bur wcaring the true ſouldiers colours, (cars : 
And time, to doe hip now the greater grace, 


Had gratted well-ſcr haires upon hus faces 


Who as he paſt along, and ſc-ing her, | 
Onef['Vhom he not knew, (ſuch difference time h2d made) 
C 2 
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T be jealous Lover, or 
{c rooke her to be Capids mefienger, , 
To tcach bim atrer war tie woitig rradey 
He icancs his hand upon h:s pom I! ftaighr, F 
And cas d h1s C9:;tcr of 10s noble waight, 


Fairer then I can (peake (thus he began) 
Whoſc pre ſence makes this place the t: lian fields, 
Why haſt thou ro>b'd all whicenelle from the Swan, 
And flole that co'our whichrhe Corall yeilds - 
Why from thy head flowes ſuch a golden trainc, 
Charrmou alone arc all thy Sexcs ſtaine ? 


W by dog thole SHowye-balls chy breaſts appeare, 
Whuter then Leda; in her Virgin nw 7 
Wh doſt.chou make a ſpring through all rhe yeare, 
\nd by thy priefence make the earch Mill new 7 
Why doe thoſe ftw thy eyes, exceed yon higher, 
And Phabus thence draw all his lighe and fc ? 


o 
Why art thou all {© cxquiſtte, that arc 
Tavagh joyn'd with nature to th: ir neight of «kill, 
Would draw ſame peicc dr form' Lin every pait, 
N or worth deftrip.;Þ11 from the meanet quill, 
If bur compar'd with that rarc fo: me of thine? 
For thou canft bc ao Tele then all divine. 


ho 
Daignc Gaidelle, (for I know.thou arrnoleſle) > 
T'immortalizc me in thy heavenly love, Ne 
$0 thou ſhale make mc happicr then love : Ll, 


Coy 


the Comſlant M a1Dd, 
C ould make him{ltc, when in a golden ſhow< ry 
He picrc's the roole of his lov'd Danacs Love. 


0s as he ſpake, he ſeiz"d ter Lilly hand, 

Viich frem'd wahin his warming bal nc to me lr, 
ut with 1s ſhowy touch hy ſerm's to ſtand, 

$ it had flamcs into his boſome del: ; 

Her modcſt face like the now dro5ping Roſc, 
Lookt toward carth from whence i; hirl! arvic. 


1d haye you never ſeene the ty ed Hare, 

and rrembling at the Huncers hollow cry, 

'hac*t by the Dogge* could no wh-renow repaire, 
here it conceiv'd not certainly woaye: 

Even ſo Pardore trembles whil- th: heares 

His words, which moved notning but hc tcart's 


he feares the Rangers hears, bepot from luſt, 
nd {0 might dare Cinfringe her Virgins Zone, 
nd ers no ſmall addition ro miſtruſts 

2 thinke how now th y oacly arc alonc. 

Ar ſuch a time foulc Tarquis ravith: che, 
Faite Laerece, hack! by opportunirie, 


hou neced*ſt not feare fund Girlc a wanton flame, 

ome live in him who 15 indeed no other, 

[hen the joint partener that with thee came, 

tom the rich wombe of thy all-vertuous moche: : 

Tis rare one ſpring ould ſend forth various wats 

« | He's 2 chaſt ſon, and thou as chaſt a daughter. 

Wye T- 
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T be jealous Lover or 
Thus after many a pauſe, her panting ſpirit, 
Which ail chis while lay ſccrer and retir'd, 
Gave leavr , is cares ſhuuld now her breath inheric, 
Then whici, Chenillus nothing more defir'd : 
Twice ſhe began, ſtill f om her purpoſe brake, 
Ar laſt ſhe op't her Corall lips, andſpake, 


Sir, you much injure others in the worth, 
Which you'r miſprizing judgemene ſers on me, 
Since thouſands more are cvery way ſet forth, 
With richer beauties then you here can ſ:e, 
Tis lee then juſt, your Complement ſhould raiſe 
Me paſt che Centre of a common praile, 


If this were true,Philaxs had ſmall cauſe, 
To fly from what hexwiſheth ro embrace, 
For FAT his love finds ſome reſerved clauſe, 
gs ſome ſtraines in my lefle comely face) 
Or elſe perhaps ſuſpicion may move 
His thoughts to run the jealous maze of loves 


Be t as it will, know Sirgtha* I have vow'd, 
My faich ſhall ſtill lay anchor in his hcarr, 
Nor other love ſhall cver be allow'd, 
To claime in me the meaneſt, ſmalleſt, part : 
But oncly my Philaras, to whoſe cyes 
My panting hcart doth ofter facritice, 


T'isnot my 2ime to trainc you in a hope, 
That vou may conquer what I nee will yield : 


My 


L 
I: 
$ 
$ 


»*s, << *» 


*« XwW 


o—_ YI 


the Corſtan M42»; 


My leave is free, a1 you m_ & - your ſcope, 4 
To win the honor of ſfom* ocher ti-ld : 

My fort already ſammnn'd, did accord, 

To be the captive of aacther Lord. 


Therefore if you are noble, as you ſeeme, 
Surrender what you k cp: ſo taſt, my hand: 
No better then a chicte we him eſtceme, 
Who wrongfully keep» back? ano. hers Lands 
The crim-e*s wemenred,whon tis clearly knownc, 
T hat what he doth deraine, is not his owne. 


Looke hew 2 guilty p iſoner a* the bar, 

Is ſtartled wich the ſcnrence of his death : 

$" pore Cherillas, or more f:artall far, 

Shakes at the ſo. 1nd of ner conlemning breath ; 
H-r voice aſtoniſh': valor 4e-pe- then, 
Than berrofoce an armed of men. 


Denyall from ſome other might admit, 

Ac leaſt the party power to reply; 

Bur in this rae policion of her wit, 

All 1dverſe contraJiRio1s ſecme to dye. 
For if Panders once deny thee, know, 
All negacives arc bounded 3a her no, 


He whoſc bold hand durſt yeneer for a prize, * a | ”m jo 
agpink oppoſed A; mies — in cle, £ 4 1 
akes like a coward, while hercongueridg eyes. 
; Enforce his recrcanc comage CES 600 
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T be. jealans Lever ,or 
Heripowerfull lookcs dart. forth ſuch awfull charmes, 
As might ſubdue wars Gol, though io his armes, 


, 
Cupid, hy force is foil'd, not all thy might 
Can m-ke thy new-made Champion on to venrure; 
O. if he durſt, her frowne in thy dcſpigit, 
Would kill che Fongſtcr ere he once could enter ; 
There's not an a: row from thy bow doth flic, 
Can pierce, if't tee nor poynted with her eye. 


Leave off thydolorous way of pricking hearrs, 
Why do? thou put poore lovers to ſuch paine ? 
Why dſt thou ipend thy ſtocke ro purchaſe darts? , 
Hadſt thou thy Fohr,thou'f nert do? fo againe, 
Were the: © a world of Capis; by her eyes * 
$Shce'd bring to every one a ſever2M) prize, 
f , s 
Cherillss thus by chat Rayalora tang ht 
Nobly defiſts, from whar ke durſt nor claime ; 
Nor did he now ſo mych as owne a thought, 
Ot what betore hefmade his greateſt aim*, 
Onely in parting *ewas his chicfeſt blifle, 
When words were Oſclefie, to obtaine a kifle. 


Which mod: ſtly was granted, for the name 
minn-rs W'rc infring'd, had the deny'd: 
Hap'cil. I ba gs in the inftave came 
VVuo fc” lr, {ce another man div;.le 
{$6 Hi-joyes in tr, who having this obtain'd 
His thougits polictlc him he might morchave gain'd, 
þ 
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> | VVhercfore (thc otber being gon) he ſaid, 
4 D- luding Syren, Angell, but 1” ſhow; | 
Thou hc ip this thy Gaming luſt ber ail, 
bur in a hope ghatl ſhould never knows 
Yer ſcethe Gods h.ycjuſtly tix; the time 
Thar thy falſe lips gave ſcale uato ny crime, 


As iſ by Jeave were Ticenſt to 2buſtr 

| ThyYricnd, ſo he might {acishe by luſt : 

| Ohecll me, whir delufions didſt hou ule * 

To workc him to the miſchiefe ; for he durſt 
Naked as well have hugd a Scorpion 
As thee, hadſt thou no: crain'd the ttay.or on, 


Oh! whodurk ſacrilegiouſly ficale 
Ought from that heavenly temple cf thy face, 
Wert thuu not privy, didſt thou nut reveale 
How he mught Foc to ro thee of thy grace ? 
And yet me thinkes that fac: keep:s ftill in tore 
Sufficient graces for a thoulan4d more, 


Bur oh it 15 too manifeſt ! my cyes 

Are able witncfks of the cceceit, 

And this yet more ſuſpition ſatisfies, 

How at my onfct he made his retreat 
And tis inc a of guilt to take its flight 
When oncc it is dilcovercd by our lgat. 


Accurſt creator of thy laſting ſhame, 
V Vby hath tby luſt our-worne thy ficeting love ? 


VVhy. 


The jeabus Lover, ov 
Why doſt tho1 willing w+1n41-ay bl-eding fame 
And attic” all chy oaches a recreanr prove ? 
Gape carth, reczive this Candid devill ing 
Leſt the iafet gore angell> wica her in. 


Oh! hadſt chou beene ambitious, to have raſtcd 
Variety 1n pl -aſures ch-n, oh then, 
Tao: might have ſtudied how to have them laſted, , 
ky yeelding up thy fame co ſeverall mea : 
And nere haye talſly vow'd thy fauta to one, 
Which impadcace darſt {care was m2 alone. 


Speake, T raytor to thy ho101r and thy friend, 
Wane pliſtzr caaſt :ho1 mike co 1:ale his ſace ? 
Or what excuſe can on thy crime at rend ? 
Oh ſee thy guile now bluſhes more and more ! 
As if that fh1ne which tho. woaldſt fainc Jd.nlc, 
Were printed thtere before my reading CC. 


Wherefore 1 now will & 14y ro be free, 
My chralled h-art ſhall ftand no longer bound, 
I he deſpis'd ſ-rvanc of chy fiith and thee, 
L leave negleft:d what wich joy I found. 
This fatal} mi1uce ſhall our loves difl:ver, 
So falſc Pandyra, herc farewell tor ever. 


This ſaid, Phileras from the Virgin flyes, 

Whilc th (p20 c heart) was drowned in the flou1 
Of cearcs, wai-h like a ſca ſprung from her eyes, 
Ang wactred all che caxtt whercon ſhe ſtood. 


Who 
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Who like poore ftone-rurn'd Nicbe did ſand, 
A focting ftatue on the moving Land, 


TINY river mourn'd to heare her fare, * 
The bluſtring winds d14 chide the hollow trecs, 
While they conſulcing to participate 
Her griefe, doe all their verdanc garmenr s lecſe. 
The birds tell heaven, and heaven to ſhew irs pity, 
Bid Philomela ling a mourntull Dicey. 


A Poet then imploring of the Nine, 

1 0 lend him ayd her ſtory to indire; 

Melpemene (aid,no, this worke is mine, 

Bur griefe denics me power how to write, 
Thus the that can write buskin-deepe in blood, 
Is drown'd with our Panders in this flood. 


Oh griefe, ifever mourning did becomz 

Thy meager face, was when Pandera ÞCprt ; 

She numbred up her fighes beyon4 ali ſum, 

And forrowes Court within her countenance kepry 
She was compos'd of dolor, and in briete, 

- The livcheſt Emblem of the perfeQtt griefe. 


Ah falſc Philoras, didſt thou ſee thoſe teares, 
Whuch thy chaſt Ioye poures forth in thy diſlike; 
The obj: & would aftright thy jealous fearcs, 
And to thy heart an awfull reverence ſtrike. 
Earth never bore a ſubje@ of more ruth 
T hen this, who ſuffers onely for her cruch, 


When 


T BW jlalous Lover vor 
VVhen the (ale flood had drawne the fountaine dry, 
That ſcarce another reare could-find a vyent,: 
Nor was there hope of any new ſupply) 
Since all her moiſture was conſum'd/and ſpen: : 
Sill to her gt icfe freſh macrer the affords, 
As then in teares, ſo now ſhe weepes in words. 


VVherefore(quoth ſhe)blind Love didſt thou enthr all 


My faich ſo ticmely.co Philorus ſoule ? 
On if thou canſt, my ſcaled pledge recall, 
Since my Philsras thinkes Pandora foule. 
Yer witnefle heaven, I am as pure as Aire, 
Diana'snot mo.e chaſt, although more Faire. 


The congeal'd ſnow up5n the Alpin Mountaine 
Retaines as much of fer as my breſt, 
And in the coole ſpring of a Chryſtall fountaine 
As much defire,as in my heart doth teſt. 

Oh jealouhe, why ſhould Philorys thinke 

The Candid paper blacker then che Inke ? 


VVhar fin (good Gods) have wretched | committed, 
That you ſhoyld thunder vengeance on my head ? 
Yer all my ſuftrings of my Love unpictied: 
Bluſh Sol, ar this unjuſtice hide thy head : 
For if thou ſpic my wrongs, thcy would require 
Thou ſhould't in their revenge ſcourge earthby ker. 


VVhy nature did thy choicer hand create 
Mc to a forme by ſome ſtil'd exccllent 2 
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Since what was purpoy'd to my beſt of fare 
Prepoſtrouſly rurnes co my derriment.? 
Oh who then me was ever more accurſt, 


V Vhoſe ſecming beſt is chang'd to reall worſt ? 


Oh hadſt thou cheated me of ſome one limbe, 
Detorm'd my face, or rob'd me of an eye, 
I nere had b<cne thovght guilty of a fin, 
Nor given occalion to this jealoutic, 
Thoſe thar are foulc ſtill unſuſpeed go, (0. 
V Vhile fairones( though more chaſt)are not thought 


Happy are you in whoſc creation 
Baniſhr pertc tion was an abſent ſtranger : 
Puc think how much bath beauty of temptation, 
And then you'l blefle the Gods you'r our of danger. 
VVhere various flowers inthe garden growse, 
V Ve paſte thc bramble, bur plucke up che roſe. 


Yer grant that forme be thought a happinefle 

V Viiich doth againſttempcartions batteries vie, 

Beaury though zt come off with good ſucceſle, 

Is woundcd ſtraight by poyſonous joaloufice 
Thus itke a Monſter miſchicfe doth purſuc ir, 
And no cndeavours can at all eſchew it. 


Now ſorrowfull Perdora takes her way 
Through the thick woods (which is a large proccftion” 
No matrer where ; griete cannot go aſtray, 


Since ſhz hath yaw'd perpetuall progreflioh * 
Til 


' The jealous Lover, of 
Till ſhe may once more he r Thilorss ſpye, 
Which bur perfortn'd,ir were a bliſſe to dy&, 


Death now were welcome, were Philorus pleas'd 3 
Todye cre that, were torture in the grave, 
Leſt angry he by jealouſie diſcaſ*d, . 
Should after death againſt her aſhcs rave, 
Or left her ghoſt which hourcly muſt come ſee him, 
He fright wich frownes, and ſo i ntorce it flee him, 


Heere unfrequented, ſave with ſavage beaſts, 
She fronds the red10us minutes of her age 7 
Her eycs upon the ſeverall fights the feaſts , 
While ſorrow triumphs in her cquipage: ; 
The greedy carth caft off her cove: ing graflc, 
Tolooke upon her as ſhe by did paſle, 


The ſavage Tyger when it came her ncare, 
Stoop't to the ſplendor of her conquering eyes; 
The tusked Bore that broke Aden's ſparc," 
Croucht downe to her, whoſe mercy bid it riſe; 
Who then in duty gehtly co her came, 
And hence it is that ſome hayc hnce beene rame , 


The winged birds from heaven came downe in quires, 
Fach one by turne did thing his roundc-lay, 
Whoſe aicry notes ſtill up agane aſpires, 
Whach being cndcd each burd flyes away, 
To g:t new Songs: chus by their various layes, 
Each ſlcalcs a little ſorrow from the dayes, 


Thc 
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The row-growne gentle Satyres did invite 
T he wood-Nymphcs to compole a meaſuc'd dance, 
Each ting aftords ſome matcer of delight, 
As glad her downe-caſt look-s they might advances 


T nc lictle Ermin can afford its skin, 
From che cold Aire to wrap her hands therein, 


The trees did gladly ſpread their open 21mes, 
To ſho de het roſes from the blowi.g wind, 
Auad lapt their leaves fo cloſe, nv {co ching harmes 
Could burne her lillics when Apollo ſhin'd, 
The pittying Bezg when ic heard her grone, 
Let ſhe ſhould faincybites out his Cordmrall ſtone. 


By chance a pin her cender finger prickr, 

At which there ſtaitled 0vt a drop of blood, 

The which as ſoone as from it the had lickr, 

The trees wept balſam for her greater good, 
Still as ſhe ligh'd, the tricudly Vnicornc 
Ofters that preczous Antidote, his horne. 


The hunger-birren Ly came, 

Thinking ro ſeaze fora pray, 

But when he {aw her, ſtraight was curned tame, 

And at her feet for mercy proſtrate lay. 
While his dumbe reverence ſecm's to tell the Maid, 
He mourn'd to thinke how he made her afraid. 


Thus like the Queene of carth ſhe ſate admir*d 
By cheſe,the ſcnſclefke ſubjets of the wood, 
Onecly 


x CLIC 
Onely the MoAtcr; Ti kf frad nc retired, 
ButbyTes fury fei her blood. 


V Vhile thus ro gfy@ theſe notice of her wrong, 
She vents her f rrow in this followin g Songs 


POPOO PP POPPY 
T he Song. 


Y Dhilovas is unkind 
How ſhould I chooſe butgricye a t that 
\ Vhat joy, what coymfarre can 1 have, 
Save in a wiſhe-for, timelefic grave. 
Since all my hop's arc dcad in him? 
He can giy* calc to this my m oan, 
And bur in kim I can hay- none, 


Dirry, picry, gentle Loves 
For griefe enough torm2ars my hcarts 
VVhy ſhould(t tho! pitty me ſince 
VVirthourt Philorns Living dye ? 
Theit is no hope 1 muy revive, 
For jealous thoughrs polleflc his mind : 
How ſhould Pbilerus then be kind ? 


Anſwer heaven, is this juſt, 
T hat he that loves ſhould jealous be? 
fs chere union with the Gods 
Thar place in mortall ſoulcs ſuch addes : 


Mortalir 


"bi Gujtant Ma D. 
, Martalir allevetphs Pofes. F 
all c overs Weep Wit " 
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. Ovyercoraming ſo the fiend 


Lave anay knit our þeaxrs in one 3 
Oh that the canqueſt now were won, 
So were all my {orrowes done, 
Which maſt elfe for aye abid: ; 
Then might injoy my love, 
Whoſe neglc theſe paſliohs move. 


| O chermile it'c bg decreed | 
| That gracte in loye, muſt end wy life, 
Leif g*pile Gods) -1 kilave know 
Though thought unchaſt, 1 am nor fo, 
Sg when ' flcep within my Vrne, 
Twill be my comfort to havedy'd, 
Since his ſuſpition's ſati>fi'd. 


Some wo yards hence a neighboring thicker rew, + 

Where lagguithi Philo u3'd to lye, n 

Who when he heard this Dirty, ftraighcway kacw, 

Love-wrohg'd Pardors did complyine thereby. 
Whereforc once more to try conſtant faich, 


Diſgus\ he cmters to ery and thus ſaich. F 


daclrigmortdl!, art thou bold c 
.N BER rently {inpame i "x5 IP 
Cam 


T be jealous Lover yor 
Can ſavage creatures ſuccor the diſtrefſe 
Qt whinin "Virgins for their abſcc Loves ? 
Can ſcadcles earth ecll how co eafe thy griefe, 
Or can the bluſt ing winds blow thee reliete ? 


Where conſt thou houſe thy (elf, whore wilrthou dwe!l? 
Woen Hycms rapeth, whence wile thou ger fire? 
In all theſe wouds I know, fave my one Eeit, 
No place where thou diſtreſſed canſt retire. 
Canſt tion cate g: affc, or look*it thou ro be fed 
Wich bearcs 'or fleſh, and rocks or ones for breal 2? 


B it love me faireſt, and by ſtrength of arme 
From the wild creatures Twill rend their pray, 
By lacred [pes of my inchanting charme 
He force Pomane bet freer fruits wo pay. 

Ceres ſhall now Aludy to fake 2 berth 

Of ripened cornc in this 'untilled earth, 


To gratihe this Love young Ganizede , 

When leve's a ({cepe (all ſteale a lourny downe ; 

And at thy gorgcous table when "tis ſpread, 

Shall chy full cups with heavenly NeCtart crowne. 
Inſtcad of Oakes round whom the Iyy twines, 
Bacchus ſhall plant the Wine-begerting Yines. 


T hou Galt drinke Lethe and forget thy love, 
Since be ſo colily m. eres thy zcalous fires, 
What reaſon it thou ſhould conſtant prove, 


To him char {ecs, and yer fights thy defizes ? 


Fairs 


ins 


the Coffin MoN'Y'S: 


Faire Xf5id unlocke her and Jer me know 
Thy inſtant grant, fot-1*I& adwic no Nos 


Firſt then (quoih flie) ler dearh Sifpuch a dart, 
And ayme the fatall poyot.agaiet my dreaft, 
Or elfec fvell bigh my griefe and fpli: my hcarr, 
So ſhall my virgin hoſt in. quictrct, 

Ah my Philww, pa thou be, 

This wo” begnuen from arty jc aloy fic. 


Baſe naar defift, or elf: wa yorr Rite falrey 

Your forhing Iuf hal Mdcoufly afl-ighr, 

Ile hang my felfe within my flowing hae, 

Erc thou ſhalt zauch P deaxe, delghr.) 
And after death may ghgdt thall.r She ſcaſe, 
Ther's ns vor owe theo gn f canſcicucc. 


Ac this he ba: ad m9y'd hivgentÞ pace, 
And ſcarce his manly<y& fun TIN 6xdeq FO, 
His for' ow now was written in his face, 


The which he had x 0. aight reaeyis (RECet>; 
His heart now nf : ping, Maid 
While thus unto Ng ily faid. 


Heavens milk; ev may fgerdi: ephnAd 
By {pur jous Kety I bw rhoogn bur "Re 
''e ſorrnd no virgin , an what crc jy nam J, 
Sacred, may ſulte;, prophanations 
The San forge MF4 $4x. 358 arbc 1 ca, 
c 


$ tcame mtor ho thioye 


And driv 


The jeghpu Lover 8. | 
The Swan may change his whizcnefle wich the Cray, 
Diazs be a common proftitute} .. : 
And dirt may weare a whiter face then ſnow, 
Vela may Vefias Temple now pollute. 
Pt opoſtcrous Nature may bring ferth a birth 
Of tithes ſwimming in the ſolid carth, 


Fict and water may embrace each other, 
And then uni:ed bork aiake up one flame. * 
And levemay change his Thron with his black brother, 
The Furics may ovtaine a milder name, 
The Wolte and Lamb may from che {clfc-fame dug 
D:aw milke, and then cach ocher fricndly hug : 


The generous Lion may exchatge his hearr, 
For the weake prunes e- A the hide Hate 
Thatixed ſtat res may from their ſtations pare, 
$14 falſe-bood upon earth may become rare, 
What cre is impoſliblc, may ſpring 
To be as copious as the commonlt thing, 
Chaſlities ſclfe may yeeld toftrong trmpracion, 
Ice may be ickled ith a wancon heater, 
"hc Etbiop chinges 164 milke whrte Nation, 
* nd Max may become the damneds mcate: 
FrewyP «cangive up her. name 
Te bc the common place of publike ſhany 


« fall AﬀecGions that ate plac't thi man” 


15 jealoufie that makes hin nioft accurft + 


1 Pp . i 3 
x -4 


the Conflant M.A 12; 


r makes a Raven,of the ſnowye 
9 is We. 4 wg 6s Peas wor 
Fation thou 'no more ſhalt Fad. 
afie welcome to my credulous mind, 


vr if Paldete thoal{ doing from poad, 
| ers one lin og le thought of fin, 

bc lcaſt warnuh diffolve her Groen bleod, 

r 1 onc each ſhould ſhe draw poyſon in, 
Heavens finding ſ por ia this ric paarle of the, 
Would give me notice of it by their tearcs. 


ious, Sun who hererofore was proud . 
n RR courſe, to ſtand and pize upon her, 
veal frownc,'and die. bis beauty in a cloud, 
o give me notice of hier great diſh vnor. 
tr, cannoc [cape my ſerice, 


= AT. give we intelligence, 


ith that he ontagzoBer(l (fai e quoth he,) 
ould you forgive Philorus j. aluabic, . 
Did he regens 4 while ſtraight replyed the, 
Elſe ler mie, heaven without thy mercy dic. 
Loe then his pt1feR ſhape 1 here diſcover, 
Who now growes proud of fuch a conſtan, Lover, _ 


Bleſt Heaven ! in what an amorous twine thay ewiſt, 
As if both bodies were compa@t in © nc : 
And while the wep: , jaytull Phibrus 6ſt 
The chalet lips t thac crecrcacicn. 
Could 


T he jealons Lover, ow 
+ Could boaſt zcIſc all cheſe ftormes had driven 
Hes fauch from him as farre, as bell from heaycn. 


: fx »* Y 


When love and wonder gaye chem leave to * 

Each did rety cheir foules to th'others breath, 

Which knot ſuſpition ſhall want pawerTo breake, 

Since he doth now his former thoughts de ict. 
Now joy I:nds wings while boch cogether flic 
And'tell her father all this hiſtorics, 


Which having heard, be payes heavens thanks in tears, 
That bad rcſtor'd the jewell which he loſt, 
And now acquited all thoſe diſmall teares, . 
Which had ſo many weeping minutes loft. - 
Blaſhing Cherilla now ſalures his fifkcr, 
And thanks the Gads that he unknown had miſt her. 


All or row now iswip's from every eye, 

Ther's not a facc tht wearef a mournfull looke. 

Lz:ghce triumphy, while meager ricte doch dy*, 

As fate had diſplay*1 ſome joru k*, 
VYHich the by-[tinders reading, yoy to [tc 


How there their joy*> writ for ccermitic. , 


- 


Her father nos unicesth.ir cquall fires, 
dance Hymen:pitc of Fare Ft c 


o command. ag p 


the Cofien Mar. 
All union liv'd in their con edeſi 
Tr nn 
happy ; thus ny oF 
VVhom ity PR fore fill reepes alivg, 
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POEM S.. 
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To his Miſtzeſſe, whin ſhee ws going 
intothe Cumtry, 


þ {— ha muſt be ſo, þur muſt there be, 

hen you depart, no memory had of mee, 
My Mook. being rack't as large a diftance roo 
To mecre you there, as I nwſt be (rom you, 
While rhe glad ſpring for joy you ſhall be feence 
Mectg your aÞ proach,and cloath her ſelic in greenie, 
And the ſreſh morning tv ſaluce * Your rife, 
Bedewez the ground ndfomir it's & rejoyeAgyes, 
F or joy like griefe,we knowgdomtrimes appeares, 
Writ on our cheekes,with charafters of reates. 
Goe and he hap py, goc,and when you ſer 
T he truſty Ivy claſpe it's much loved rtee, 
And with it's amorows jniwinings cCOvVEr 
1 he, welcome waſte of @'s jmþraced 


Poems. 


For iftthe heart be taken for whole man, . BSc 
I maſt be by thee, bechou where thou can. w 
Goc,and when pretty birds on ſome ſmall fpray, © || 7 
Neere ro thy window welcome in the day : A 
Awake, and thinke,when their (weere notes you heard T 
I was before-hand,and had ſung them there. T 
Gore, and what e're chou chance ro heare or ſce, T 
Be it bird, or brooke, or ſhade or eree; Pi 
If ir delighrs thee,may my ſoule in ir Ai 
Move rhy truc joyes nnder thar counterfeir. w 
So, aske riot how I doe when you are there, Bu 


For at your mercy well orill I fare, 
For now me thinkes my hearr ſ@ high doth ſwell, T} 


It maſt inſorce a breath, fareyell,farewell. Be 
| 

w 

The Knell. All 

An 


When the ſad tolling of my bell you heare, 
Thinke tis ſome Angells crrumpe,and Judgments nee 
Then if bur to repent,you rake the paine, 

Your judgements paſt,lye downe and ticrpe againe, Re 


T he Perfume. 


Not that I chinke thy.breath lefſe (weere than thus, 
T hy breathgin which no pleaſam ſweers I miſe, 
Nox that I thinke thy whireghan this lefie faire, 
Thy whitezto Which all whices but blackneff are: 
Not that I thinke thy heart, than this lefle pure , 
Thy heart,which no dull mixture can indure, 

Send1 this co thec,bur as gold well cry'd, 

Admits, allay when ir is purii6 


- 


Poems. \, 


So by this foyte I would ro thee im 
Whar is thy brearh, thy when 
Thy breathall perfumes, doth ay; 
As doth thy whiteneſſe,the deſcyof 

The ſnow deſcends,bur by the whids being blownez 
Thy ſweeter breath,and whiter ſmpws,ghine owne : 
Thy hearr-leffe mix: than the ſole ix bed, 
Proclaimes thee miſtretie of a Maiden head, 

And ſo there were no aſhes-after hre, 

Would that were conquer'd in my loves defire 

Bur if there be, why carr it not ſuffice ? 

Thatone being dead another Phanix riſe, 

Thy maiden head being gone, we till ſhall prove, 
Both being one unparalell'd in love, 

But I have ridd}'d, let me now unfold; 

Whar is the perfume,wharrche fow;whar gold ; 

All this,and cach of cheſe, chou know'ſt thou art. 
And I ſhould know more, did I know thy heate. 


: To bis M iſtreſſe ou her ſcorne. 


Reſolve mee drarcſt,why rwo hearts in one 

Should know the finne of ſeparation. 

Muſt the ſweere cuſtome of our ofr QtoIne kille-, 

Be loft, and wee live empry of thoſe bliſtes: 

Or do the ſtownes of fome old over ſeer « 

Nouriſh thy feare, or make thy love leffe freet ? 

Vhy did'ft chou ſuffer mee thoſe ſweers to fitcale, - 

hich-bur thme own,no ronguecan ere reveale, 

And ro a daring,to beleeve, SALE 

hat my fad heart ſhould fuid no cauſe to grieve: 


et now at laft haſt my hope ſo fares | | Wo 
us Lame mr acogdngh neat i: Op! 
Sp | 2 Well 


na thy hcaft, 


l 
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Well, rake thy rryumphAudy but to be 

T rue to thy felfe,as thou art falſe to mee. 
And thou ſhalt meer a conqueſt,yer when I 
Have groan'd urito the world my Elegy, 
And thy unjuſt diſdaine, perhaps I ſhall 
Obcaine this honour in my funcrall, 

Thy 000 guile mixr wich thy purged breach, 
May make theewiher with mee unto-death: 
So ſhall I rriumphin my Aſhes roo, 

In that my innocence hath conquer'd you, 
And then my cye rejoyce,m that I have 
Thy ſcornegzo be a mourncr at my grave, 


T he Qweſtion and Anſwer. 


Hen the ſad ruines of that face 
In it's owne wrinkles buried lyes, 
And the Niiffe pride of all it's grace 
By time undone,fals flacke and dyes: 
Wilr nor thou ſigh,and wi fh in ſome vext fir, 
That it were now as when I courred ir. 


And when thyglafſe ſhall « preſent, * 
Without choſe {mules which once were thete , 
Showing like ſome ſtale monument, 
A (calpe departed from it's haire, 
Art thy (elfe frighted wile not Nart and ſweate 
That Ebelceved thee, when I call 'd thee faire 2 


Y know chow wilt, 
50 the wenkneſearity ſoy 


4 
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That now hath humbled thee co know, 
Thoughfaire it was, ic is forlorne, 

Loves ſweeres,thy aged corps,cmbalming not, 
What marvell ifthy carkafſe beaury ror, 


T hen ſhall I live and live ro be 

T hy envieghou my pirty ; lay 

When.c're thou ſee meec,or I thee, 
(Beingnighted from thy beauties day ) 

'T is ho&,and had my pride not wither'd mee, 
I had, perhaps, beenc till as freſh as hee. 


Then ſhall 1 (mile,and anſwer : true thy ſcorne 
Left thee thus wrinkledgflack't,corruprforlorne, 


The new Putition. 


Apollo once diſdained not ro kee pe, 

So he might keeprhis love Admeruz ſheepe: 
The diſtaffe Hercules did exctciſe, 
T'cxrrafta ſmile from his deare Ladies eyes: 
Olympicke Joane diſdained notro rake 
A bull's cfhgies for Earopus ſake : 
Achilles furer farre ro dealc with Reele, 
Did labour for his Miftrefle ar the reele. 
Lovcfpar'd Leander his pledg'd faicht» ſave, 
Dicd,hugging m hisarmes the murdering wave, 
WhiTſt a new death his Heroe doch deviſe, 
And drownd her ſelfſe ith Occan of her eyes. 
4By Pyranms,the world did underſtand 
IT har love and life, lay cn 7 in hand. 

; 3 


When 


Poems. 
When one wt loſt in Thishegh'orher flew, 
Through the peirc't” portals of his wound, yet new; 
Which when his Thi sbe ſaw, 'tis hard ro (ay, 
Wheſe ſpirit poſted faſteſt on the way. 
Thus ſome dejeftion, others did mvade 
Great oppohtion,and have willingly laid, 
Their lives at needlefic hazzard, ſome have died, 
And ſo have to the urmoſt ſarished 
Whar ryrant love could force,and beyond this, 
The great and true noz altre fixed is. 
Yet happy thisfince what ſo cre they tryed, 
Was on their Miſtrefſe part regratifed. 
Oh who would,when he ſaw an equall fame 
Of love in her he lov'd, owe ſo mach ſhame 
As ro eſteeme his life, if her leaſt griefe, 
Did bur invite his Þ!ood for her relicke 
But this forenamed courteous Ghoſts can beare 
Mee witnefſe, I have ſhed ll many ateare, 
Spoke the beſt language, Rhetoricke affords, 
Limb d out my heart even to the life in words, 
Would, what they did, did like 9xcation proffer, 
And rill char,do I canno gore; bur offer, | 
And yet for a!l my ſuferingsJhee thar is, 
If 1 dare-reach to call her ſo, my blue, 
Slighrs all my ſorrowes ; Oh what cye could now 
Forbcarc to yeeld a tearc,when ſeeing how 
I love, I am negletted ; weepe with mee 
All you that read my wrongs, ſo it you be 
Compathonare, perhaps your reares may move 
The lrgzgn Mercy of my ice-white love, 
Wivch if thcy ducs f you ar any rimc 
Shall War aA droP, I'lc len4 you ſour of mine. 
Mcrhinkcs I ſee you weepe deare Miſtrefse then, 
Bc 
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Behold a Noble ſca of pirrying men 

Doth waft mee to your favour, if you daigne, 
Yetnow at laſt ro caſe mee of my paine, 

This glory ſhall unro your _— riſe, 

That you have wip'call reares from lovers eyes. 


Foole; Paradiſe, or Reaſon Bewitcht. 
——& apta 
Spicula ſent nobis puris— 


Simple as are the Elements unmixr, 

Stedfaft as is the earth, whoſe fooring's fixr 
Untainred like the fil ver fuire of Swan, 

Alone like trath,well ordered like a man. 

Like theſe in cach of theſe was I, untill 

Upon a time, Reaſon fcll foule with Will, 

Who back'r with ſencechat it might barraile move 
Implor'd the ayde of all commanding Love, 

Love by his mother raughr,dagh ſvone comply 
To be an Afr in this treachety. 

The bartell's wag'd,and Reaſon fAlyes the held, 
While Sence and Will ro Love the Conqueſt yeeld 
I now,loves ſubjeR, am inforc'r ro doe 

Whar ever his deſignes commands mee co0. 
See,ſee(quorh hee)do you behold thar maid, 
Whoſe equall doth not breathe; and there he ftaid 
To draw frefttaire. So quicke was hee to give 

Mee notice that I muſt no longer live * 

In my owne (clfe, bur her whom when I ſpy'd, 
Mee thought I had beene happy to have dy'd. 


Since I at once ſaw Teverally in one 


Whar joyn'd cogether _ perſeQon, 
v4 


This 


Poems, 
Th's was Florelha that bright ſhining Garre, 
Whomighthave cauſed a kecond T rojan warre, 
Were chere a feeond Paris, for her face, 
The world might ſtrive,bur rthen there fate a grace 
$o chaſt, char might ex pell cach ſpurious thought, 
Sach as foule Hellen ro her Paris brought. 
There I mightread in my Florella's lookes, 
(Such arc indeed beaunes moſt perfeRt bookes) 
Loves pleaſant Lefture where 1 might eſpic 
How Cupid once ſought entrance at her eye, 
Whom the repell'd,lke ſnow the chaſt and cold 
Could not admit a Symparhy to held, 
With his hut flames, but melring quire pur our 
That ardent tire which warm'd her round abour, 
Cupid dcnied of this did backward art, 
And ran for haſt c& hide him in her heart, 
Where he renewed freſh Aames,and by delay, 
$0 ſcotch his wings he could not fly away. 
T hus force perforce in her my conquer'd breaſt 
I« the poore Tnac of ſach a God-borne gueſt, 
Whom whule I harbor,it is hard to rel! 
Whether his preſence be a Heaven or Hell, 
Such pleaftrablr paine,ſuch painfull pleaſure 
Sometimes buluw,and ſomerimes above meaſure, 
Mars on a time forſooke his Venus beg, 
Prorefting he no lobger would be led 
Tothole embraces which like Circes charmes, 
Made hun forgtt th'Heroicke uſe of Armes. 
Venus heard thisgwhiles halfe in anger ſhee 
Did chruſther darling Cupid off her knee, 
Downe falls che yuungſter,and in falling fo . 
Broke all his Arrgws, quiver and tus bow, 
His grandamc Nature pirtying the miſchance, 

Wipes 
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Wipes the wagges eyes, told him ſie wou'd advance 
Him to his former offict : for a dart Ihe 
That ſhould transfixe the mc obdurare heart, 
She would create an eye,andfor a bow 
She'd make a brow,whoſe art inclining fo, 
Shoutd ſhoote ſuch ſhafts, thar diery ſhould yeeld 
Themſclves glad priſoners in the maiden 
When freight ſhe made Floretla, fach a maid, 
Who being nam'd,need there ought clſe be ſaid? 
'Tisnot long fince that I heard Lovers whine 
Ar thoſe deepe wounds, which from cheir Miftrrs eyne 
They bleeding had receiv*d,cauſc rhey could winne 
No mercy from them,whilft T thought ſome pinne 
Had ſcratch't their render hands,ri!l I rootare 
Grew ſenſible they were unforrunate 
In their loſt loves, 'canſe when Florella frounAd, 
Shee like a Commer ſtrucke mee to the ground, 
Till thee was plras'd ro cleate her gloriuns cy65, 
W hich ſummzon'd nee from death ro life ro riſe. 
Wherefore you fpeedy Merchants dee you funne 
Beyond the + af rhe all-boundmg Sunne, 
To ſecke for Rubirs,Pearle, +nd Ivory, 
Advenruring luzard bothot Land and ckie, 
When my Florella can afford all this 
Withour your ſearch im rhe remulruons Seas. 
Rubies and Pearle, her lips and reeth, her skinhe, 
Like hollow Ivory,lockes thoſe gems within; 
For which you fondly up and downe doe rome, 
When you may berrer find this weaſth ar how, 
W hat would the Northerne Climare hold roy deare 
To purchaſe my Florella ro live there 7 * war 
Thar where the niggard ſure denies ro thine, 
They might receive more luſtre from het cyne. 

But 
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But that I know ſhe loves Religion. beſt, 
She had long ſince, ſeene India the Weſt, 
_.. Bur leaſt thoſe Pagans,who adore the riſc 
' Ofthe bright Sunne,ſhould doate upon her eyes, 
She was rclolv'd ro ſtay : woe had I bin 
Had ſhe gone chicher ro encreaſc their finne, 
Eaſt India nothing holds chat's worth her view, 
There's nothing chere,that thee can take for new ; 
Their aire-perfuming ſpices, prerivus gum, 
Their fragrant odors, plcaſanc,Cinamum. 
All rheſc and ſweerer farre,ſhee breathes whoſe ſmell 
Darth all chings bur it ſelfe, highly excel! : 
Once to my friend I did cheſe lines rehearſe, 
Who ſtreight way ſmil'd,and did applaud my verſe, 
Bur Ah! I feare 'twas my Florella's name 
That brib'd his congneyſo to belic my fame. 
Once, and bar once, I chanc'r ro have the light 
Of my Florclla,yho makes darkenefle light: 
When leaden Mar pheus did her ſence furprize, 
In che lock'r casket of her cloſed eyes, 
Fain* would I ftcale a kite, bur as I Rrove, 
Thoſe ſcarlet * Judges of my fleeping love * Her 
Did ſwe!l agrinit my pridegand angry red, lips, 
Charg'd mee fRtand backe from her forbidden bed. 
While they her precious brearh did ſeeme ro (mother, 
Each privately did ftcale atouch from th'orher, 
I cnvious at their new begorren, blifſe 
Was bold on her ſoft lipy ro print a kiſſe, 
Ar which ſhe wak't : And have you ever ſcene 
How faire Aurora, heavens illuſtrious Queen. 
Shakes off her ſable Robe,and with a grace 
Smiles in the from: of a faire morning face, 
Juſt ſo my love, as if nighthad becne noone, 
Difcards 
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Diſcards the element of the aſcleſſc moone: 
And from her glorious capers ſent a fire, © 
To light the darkeſt thoughrs ro quicke deſire, 
Whule thus from forth her roſall garc ſhe ſen, 
Breathform'd in words,the marrow of conrenr. 
And have you Sir, at ſuch a tempting time 
Berrayd my honour, to this welcome crime. 
By ftcaling pleaſure from me,rwas thy Love 
I know ghat did thee to this rreſpaſſe move, 
For I have prov'd thy faith, which fince I inde 
The trafty Inmate of a loyall minde, 
Of force I muſt accepr ir; and in part 
Of recompence,affurd thee all my heart. 
Thus having ccaz'd my prize ; I rold her,ſweer, 
As by no fouler name we ere may greerte, 
So what is mine I render, all ny ſelte, 
The pooreſt part of thy unvahued wealth. 
Thou haſt won much in rhis,chy mercy ſhownc, 
Thar thus at laſtchon doft receive thy owne 
Leaſt they who aſter me like fare ſhall prove, 
Should fay : Sce whariris to be in Love. 

lam in ports. 


Loves Apoſtacy to bis friend M.ED. 


Tur, let her goegcan T indure all this, 

Yer dye go doate upon a Maydens kitfe ? 

Is there ſuch Magickc in her lookes,that can, 
Into a foole, em, ou a man ? 

Did thou nor love her ? rruc: and ſhe diſdaine 
To meete thy verrue ? ler her meere her thame. 
Were the as faire as ſhe her ſelfe wonld by, 
Adom'd with all the coſt of bravery , 


Coul4 


Poems. 


Could ſhe mel hearrs of flint,and from her eyc 

Give her beholders power ro live ar die, 

I'de rather ſhce would pronounce my death, 
Then be her fcorntrhough that preſerv'd my brevh 
Riſc hcart! and be not fool'd : S'Toore what a ſhame 
Were it for rhce to r*-incenſe one lame 

From the declining ſparke ? doſt thou nor know 

As ſhee's a woman, her whole ſexc doth owe 

To thine all honour ? her falſe heart and pride 

Dare not oppoſe thy faith : then cume high tyde, 
And ler her her ſcorn* doth ſv diſcaſe thee 

By her repencance ftrive againe to pleaſe thee, 


T he broken beart ſong. 


Conn: the hgh, and count rhe reares, 
Which have in part ny budding yearcs : 
Comment on my wofaſl looke, 
Which &s naw blacke forrows booke, 
Read how love is overcome, 
Weepe ant hghand then be dumbe. 
Say ir was your chariry 
To helpe han whofe eyes are dry. 
Here pamt my Cleora's name, 
Then a hun,and4 then a fame , 
Then marke how the heart doth fry 
When Cleora is fo nigh. 
Though the flame did doe irs part, 
*T was the name that broke the heart. 
Peace, no more,no more you need 

. My Gd hiftory wo read. 

| Fold 
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Poems. 


Fold the paper upagen, 
And report to other men 
Theſe complaints can juſtly prove 
Hearts may breake,that be in love. 


Women are mens ſbadowes. 
I, 


Follow a ſhadow, i flies you , 
Seeme to fly it, ic will purſue. 

So court a Miſtreſſe, ſhe denies you, 

Let her alone,ſhe will coufr you. 
Say,are not women truly then 
Sty1'd but che ſhadowes of us men ? 


2, 


Ar morng and evan, ſhades arc longeſt, 
Ar Noone they arcor ſhort or none. 
So men ar weakeſtchey are firongeſt, 
But grant us perfe th are nor knowne, 
Say are not women truly then 
Sryl'd butthe ſhadows of as men. 


i 9 | 
Per Ben. Fobnſox. 
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Poems. 


Women are not men! fſhadorez, 
E Contra. 


The ſunne abſerved,, fhadowes ther; 
Ceaſe to put on the formes of men, 
Bur wives,gthcir husbands abſent, may 
Beare beſt their formes (they bemg away ) 
Say,arc nor women falfly then 
Sril'd but the ſhadowes of us men. 


= 


Shadowes at Morne and Even are fron, 
Ar noone they arc,or weake,or none : 
Women at Noone arc ever Jong, 
Ar night ſo weake they fall along. 
Say, are not women f(allly then 
Sril'd but the thadowe's of us mer: ? 


I 


2”. 
Ag bodies are contraFed ,ſhadowes ſo 
Concraft themſclves to formes as bodies doe: 
Ler men be bounded neere ſocloſe: I wiſt, 
Women will rove and ramble where they lift, 
Say, are not women fallly chen 
Stil'd bur the ſhadowes of us men ? 


; , To 


5 6 


| 


Poems. 


To bu worthy friend Miſtreſſe. 


I charge thee by thoſe eyes of thine, 
Give mee my heart: 
T hoſe eyes that ftole it our of mine, 
I felt the ſmarr, 
And teaft the theſt you ſhould deny, 
Looke where you keepe it in your eye. 


And now I have eſpy'd ir there, 
Thinking to carch ir; 
You chaine and wind it in your haire, 
Bur fill T warch « : 
An&ſo got looſe from thence it fiyes, 
Arid ſports agen upon your cyes. 


Though now to cozen mee you ſeeke 
Thinking to hide 
It in the dimple of your cheeke 
I have diſcry'd: 
How now diſcovered it doth skip 
'T wixt the ſoft priſon ol cach lippe, - 


Yes, yes,'I fee it Realing,goe 
LeaſtI ſhould find it, 


Through the | llery of mow, 

"mW AINI mindic. 
How have ſhuſRed it berweene N 
Your breafts, not thinking tt is ſcene, 


Poem. 


Sec,fce, I ſee it creeping in 
| (neare you I feare ) : 
Through the (mall crannics of your «Kinne 
to ſhelrer here, 
Ac if thar vai'e could coſen mee, 
Alas,[ know things I nor lee. 


Buc if, nor eye, nor haire, nor cheeke, 
Nor lip,nor breaſt,nor heart it keep: 
Give me them all, for eyery part 
Thou haſt, has part of mce 3 my heatr 


To Miſtreſſe. 


Whi'e a- the lockes of time, aud (moother farre 
Than ſliding fircames thy skinne and trefes are, 
Sweere a; Arabian Odors, when in htc 

The# ficugling ſpirics upwards do expire, 
(When as the curreous wind d>thcourr our ſunce. 
And ravilh « with ſweere intelligence ) 

Is thy pure breath: onely this diflerence know, 
Thar ſent is forre't,bur chine 15 nawrall fog 

Soft as the plumie maoflle that over-(preads 

The render circle of young Turtles heads, 

Are thy rwo breaſts, which enyioMy do (well 
To thinke that that ſhould chisghischat excell : 
And yet aſham'd (ach firile thei 


>< >»D©P-aGH 


Epizaghs 


On 8 Lillie now withered in ber boſome. 


Bleſt in tby happy bed faire Liltylhe _ _,. /\; 
To ſhade thee rhe Sunne of her bright eye: 
Bur doe not in a wanton pride preferre 

T hy ſelſe, as 4dding whicenefle unto her. 

Alas / what glocy could in thee appeare 

So mines, Bate manhrongey ? 

Buc ſee, thou eſt alrcady, fy flowte, 
Whoſe fe is lanized oo con om home 

And fince thou wouldRt for ſuch a beaury vie, R 
Thy conquer'denvic makes thee pale and dye. 


Come fit thee downe,and with amillyn. charme 
Till lockt in faſt, imbraces wee diſtover 

In every cyc a lover, —- 
Then loſt in that ſweere extacy of bliffes, 

Wee'le ſpeake out choughts in kiſſes. 
In which wee'le melt our ſoules, and mixe them ſoy 
That what is thine or mine, there's none ſhall kii®w: 
Rare miftcry of love,and wonders too, 

Which none but wee can doe: 
Nor fhall the leaden ſpirits ofall choſe, 

Who ſpeake.gf love in tame proſe: 


wy of ouderly ble we des 
lnjoy ous ſelyevand Ob | 


Poems, 
T be Choyce. 
Hat care I though ſhe be faire 
Haire,/now- like hand, or Sun-beke oye, 
If in that beanry I nor ſhare, 
Were the deformed,what care I. 
What care I chongh ſhee- be fonlſe, - 
Haire (warthy handgorfarme burn eye, 
So long as I enjoy her ſoute 
L ether be fogwby what care I. 
ANGLES Ne es, 
mal, pf mefringfeave more drot 
Than ſome anpoliſh'r prices ſhare, 
Be ſhe airo,or toute, or euch oy, 
Or made up of both rogerher, | 
Be her heart mencyhagc, band, or eye ilhn 
Be what it will, why what care L, He 
Ne 
= 
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Fpitaphinm Regs S edorim. re 


\Ere flee pes bee wha was and is 
Roe iecpes prop wad 

chgion, and no otherend, ..,_-,c 
FT oy aca TEEN 
He conquer'd alk onely his brexh, 
He loſt, þy which he conqugr. d death. 


Now would thog know whom wedeploce ? 
'Tis Sweaden, Readerhulkt no more + 0 


_ | Let white chow. 222dgchowand this\Rone , 
Be both alia by deah made ons, | 6, 
Ti '$ (143163) ' i L124. 3 vt þ : » 

For EIT, Chimes 1! 11 9 
So thou might rb þain g.gaey d. fortiens :.- 1 
eld b gain dub lod hemieterltr! 15 m__ 
Labret * -—_ 
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” 4 T - ; 
(Elegy anti death of the renowned, and 
vidtorions Guitavus Adolphus 
| Fig of Swearblant, ' 


Can the 4ry ſound, Hee's dead, no more aftrighr 

The world withicrrourghan had ſome meanc knight, 

Languiſh't ro death in downe ? or can the ſound, 

Thar Sweaden hath received a fatal} wound 

Paſſc by,andlike the bulter,hun no more 

T han his our breſt,thar ſelr the mortall ſore ? 

Oh no ! it rankles in each weak*ned part, 

And ftrikes a nM amazement ro the wy 

Offceble Chriſtendome, that by his lolle, ; 

Pars on it's titles Badgg, The Chriftiah Cyolle : _ 

And 'rwai'a great one too, yer fernone Fonder 

T hat heaven torbore to ring his knell in thunder: 

Or that ſome angry Meteor did nvt ftire, ' 

And co the world their publique Iofe declare, 

No, no,ſame ſuch Ambaſſador as this _ 

Had beene roo mercifall,% and made tis mhiſle 

Ouc juſt deſerved puniſhment, for wet- 

Knowing our finne begor this miſery, 

Might by a faign'd repentance have procur'd 

A pardon for the Ptinee+ bur now aflar'd 

—— our rey we with teares may ſay, 
e are | our army wonhe the day. 

lsbepochis andthir foes | | 


_— 


His deat 2:11 of 
M ourn'd at his fate,wimeſſe thoſe dearh wing'd blows bh, 
F what remains ? but that out prayers gaine 


{fs 


Epitaphy. || 
his be the lateſt loſſe we may ſuftaine. Tae" 
nd that no more of Heavens ror ompOns 5 i CY 
hrough our defaulryo ag ad luerall. . her oy 


To the truly worthy , and bis worthily FRY ft 
iend Mcris Jadith Dyke,or the death of her bros" 
ther ore 1636" 


Amely,and ﬀ: Ff 
Thar pants, 
ove myfad 
ay che deſerved 6 4 
d you blcſt mai TS a That 
ach by your grielg tg make —_ 
cafe your lamenty, for how bang 
n this, fince what God fings aw ? 
nd wiſely chinke you may w) end = 
ove hath its 
ath may looke drexdull ir 4 an wy pany eye, 
is no great thing to. Jive, bur lglle codic* 
o die indee 


har with per bit LON icy, 


ad by 
heir trugling ſpi = Ss 2 
cre marter worthy griefe,and onely 
like the houſes that enrombe 
, Put where rhe ſoule (like his ) rap 
-D lain dullcarth, and aymes at : 

{ by a brighe Angglicke fire inflam'” 
ounrs —_ heaven,as oft as hcares it nam'd; 
ike a ſweere odor upward as it goes, 

 yeelds a perfume ro th'Almighrics noſe : 
F3 


Epitaphy. 


And hence aſcended, 'riv%hor juſt that wee 


Lament at its 
And ſure no matter if wee mutt away, 
Whether ir be ro morrow, or to day ; 


Andi roday, ar meme arnight, or wm—w 
Sq wer diewell,w ered ns care 

I know the femile (a Fhis-pure 
mart fn; ro every gee. root * Att: 
And had the Augyſt of his age bin come om 
They had bnctoud ih 2 bleſ} hay veſt homie. | 
Bur now hee —_—_ Ltnetherl2.—x eyes rw ſhow, 
That none but Arige are ro kngw 
Whar hee thall pow. 7p "Oh!" tis a fare” 
VVorth your beRt thankes ; Pk Ay Aleſerves ir's date, 
Be regiſtred to Gloty,when his Maker © 
Made him,6him and all his blifſe parcaker. 
Now dare you [ooſt a teare, unlefle it bee, 
Becauſe you aremor tra pie ee 4s tee'? ts 
'Tis charity co wif Fon fo: bur ttm 
As you know how, yer God knowrs' Cert when, 
Death comes to cafl, yet nor ro call war 


Sn OI 
ne's er,the's Fa 4 
Shall make ir's high > ni Sl bg fa 


If then in death | 


Debre ſo ro _ ro _— with col 


So prayer fo Jangevy true friend 
Fhie.Beedome. | 
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Encominm 


43 Bcfore the 


Epirapbe. : 


Encomium Poetarvom ror oh 1A 
Galiel Veit, fon 4 } 


Id ywroaer ol) 


PW, 


' 2 5 wy Þ | 


Wice I begam,and rwice enicdiin | 
TV Thegmandente myendlag D 1siT 
Leſt harmeleſ> ——— — lt 


IRE 

Rater af inn of morrallimen: = 

IT = r 
though know there iv d eff? 

And ſaid feng: Yo crit] words a+recs 

The proverb 

Then come,yea Muſes wete yaw ce erm nm, 

I contin you inthis wore of mine.” 11! 1 7 
Fill my wide ailes,chat while you ſtand my (rieady; | 

1 may ſwimmeſaſfcanry my journey'vend.> > 7 bc b 

Since the wnRtdtiſtique Chas WIR ao onde | 


The carchaire fabvichv.in eonfuſtons wonder" 234 
There is noarotan plead F hk 
heoeenty birth of 7 chmid nO 
I ſpeake ofitiodr/ars which ihivihy we cath) 
As witnefſe rotheirnarture : 

Next by th\@@choworrh of ehitigs is knowne,) ' 
They in reſpeft of this ſteme ro have none. 

The end of verſe iis to fromdeath- 

VV hatevet from 4 Pocr tooke its breath : 

VVirnefic that yoſden age; whoſe fame lives fit 


By ſome few dp rom Nat yold quill 


Godhead from the ground, 
And by his lines his aged temples crown'd. 
F4 Hee 


Epitapbs. 
He in a brafſe-ourlaſting paper page, 
Created thee, Great Jove, a filver age: 
Owes a rich of thund#r-ſcorning bayes, 
One blaſt from his immorrall breach, 
Preſerv'd Diana's chaſtiry from death: 
Norneced Aftron take it mach in ſcorne, 
That Ovid did comme him with a horne. 
Homer yer lives,whaſe/penfor want of eyes, 
Poe ſhi im che dwke mighr guage fe fookes, 
Y ters in the « like 
Were not he plac't the lamthorne of the les. 
The world hadioſt among it's Worthies,0ne _dleldes. 
Who had nor Homer ſutig, had neere beene knowne. 
LNyfſes aft had peridk'g like a roy, 
Had this blind guide not led him Qur of Troy, 
And rapt his memary vp fo ſafe in rime, 
That it ſhall equall, if nat our-live time. 


lines great Cziar hath exrold, 
That pald each ſeverall verſe a piece af gold, 
Yer his purchaſe cafie,and did more 


Efceme thy wit, than all bis wealth and fiore, 


Lives der-like Spight of che flame. 
Didfſt chou nor ſnacch Acneas from that fire, 
That up to Illions Tyrrens did afpire, 

And bor'ft his feeble: father by chy pen 

On his ſohs ſhoulders ahrongh an hoad ofmen ? , 
For which,thy ſcHe,grear V irgjll ſhale remaine 
To endlefſe rimes, evenrill thqu riſe againe, 
No envious fire thy able $Kill ſhall hurne, 


Ti 
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Epitapbs.'+ 

Till fire and carth into one ſubſtance wrne, 
Till when (that I may come to ſpcake our dayes) 
Danicl thou liveſt cirtled with breath for bayes. 
Nor Spencer w whoſe xerſe the world doth owe 
Millions of thankes can unremembircd gae : 
Nor thou great Johnſon, who knowf} how to write 
Such lines as equall profit with deſight, 
Whil't thy untired readers wiſh cach ſheere 

beene a volume,'tis ſo neate, ſo ſweere, 

ame ſeemes charily to ſpread her wings, 
O're what the never dying Drawon lings, 
Srill lives the Moſes Appollinean fon, 
, The Phenix of his age, rare Harrington, 
Whoſe Epigrams when tine ſhall be no more, 
May die ( yarns; bar never can before, 
Thus clond can wirgefſt that 4 Poct may 
Bring darknetſe'onr of tight make night {come def. 
Thef: can make lawes,and Kingrdomes, alter States, 
Make Princes Gods,and poore men Porencarcs, 
An amorous verſe (faire Ladjes)w innes your loves, 
Sooner than busk pon, arbagalt, or gloves: 
A Poers quill dqth fixmd in greater Read, 
Than all fſuchroye& to gaine a marden head. 
Aline well writ-agd by a Porent skill, 
Charmes the rapr ſofile with pruſique of aq 
VVhilſt the by-Aanders deem't a bliffe to dic, 
Tickled to death by ſuch f 


| weer harmony. 
Agee ee WAY the Muſes owns 
(W rerch that thou aft) a quull can larle thee downe, 
] To that abiſſe of i PAY wr "4 

Cannot condenine thee to a baſcr tare, 


I will make cach finger point at th diſgrace, 
And like a Monſter each man uh thy face: 


Ti 


VVhile 


Epitaph 


VVhite thou thus branded, finding no reliefe, | 
With a firong halter, choakeſt thy ſyonger gpirle,, 


Thus Poers hike fates faftors here do hold 
Alf power nnderneah their pens controld, 
Laſtly deare brother, thinke not 1 forgor, 
Amongſt this learned file to ranke my Scor: 
Thy cazly Maſe {ings in fo fweete a Raine, 
As if Apollo had compos'd thy vaine ; 
Snperlatively raking , while cach letter 


Diſdaincs our Moderne Pocts ſhould ſing better. 


Now faints my pen, and (aincing feares that I 
My (elſe may periſh, if with clemencie, 

My reader cenſure not, yet hopes to raile 

A memory to it ſelfe, rhough.nor of praiſe ; 

T har T being earth, ſomething may live of mee 
Pcrhaps this paper if 4pprov'd by thee. 


Agzihſt prejudjcare opinion. 


Tic timble ſoulg, the mind oppreſt, 
Shall hnde anto his conſcience reſt : 
The cleare in heart, rhe ſingle cye, 
Laughs at his neighbonrs jealouhe, 
Then letmen cenfure what chey can, 
The inſide makes rhe honeſt man, 
VWho'ld thinke x 'dod of carth ſhonld hold 
Within, a maſſe of ſplendent gold ? 
So hilly woods hae fragrant Fmels, 
And Pearles arc found in ſordid ſhels; 
Baſe ſcabbards hofd approved ſwords; 
And leatherne cavers golden words. 
Digg- up the earth,andburne the wood, 


The 


Fpitaphr. \ 
The gold,and ſmell will boch be cb 
Unſhearh rhe 
One cakes your heart, to het yo X ---& 
Hadrheſe laid yh £45 _ one, 
Thoug!u hardly . 
T hen judge what har 
To cenſure artyYHrh nook MI 


*$ 
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LI 


—-—Mors 2 quo at 
Pauperum noe. = 


Ars life's a ath bizcard in vhoh 
Mags death an pas on Ea ſtand: 


Ar Taft hee ſhuffles in a 
Then curs, deales, rub agameſt winnes, and fo aditn. 


( The King like common creatures) in death muſt 
F ipd no seſpeQnor peverence inthe daft: 


T hcir royalry cu ſtate laid downe, 
There firs a rs Nos Prepare a Crowne. 


Their eyes like expjr'drapery drop, apd fall, 
And leaverhtit $ockbr bockesrhpt phiet Tarthe Ba) _ 
Or golden Globe,#hich 9hce theft hijrids did keepe, 
A knor of wormes doth role abort; antaec 

Whv raft no diflerthee 'rwixt ther feſh and thoſe 


Who ſed Jeflts Bihty Pikmin —_ a 
In his domirifer Det , 


The King —_ with 
Rejoyce vr fe 
In CE LY ray F0n 


To 


Epitaphs. 
To the Noble $t Francis Drake. 
Rake, «15 n0vit terminus orbir, 
D Et eujus patmanr reap a _ 
$i tactent bomints facient teSyderd noram, 
$9! neſcit canis non memor eſſe ſui. 


The Tanſlation " 


DRake,wbo the world haſt conquer'd like a ſcrole;, _ 

V Vho faw'ft the Articke,and Anrarricke Pole;  * 
Jf men were filent,ftarres would mike thee knowne, 
Phcobus forgets nor his companion, 


T ohis friend Me Em. D. on 4 rich 'vaporing ſoty 
whom bee ſtiles Ignoratuis. 


BE us ! why here's a thing as like. a man, 
As Nature to qu fancie faſhion can. 

Beſhyew mee,bur he has 2 pretty face, 

And weares his rapier with indifferent grace. 

Makes 4 neat congie, dances well,and (wrares: 

And weares his Miſtrefſe pendant in ts cares : 

Has a neat foot as e ver  kift.the ground, 
20" His ſhocs and roſes coſt ac leaft tive pound. 

T hofe hoſe have nat a ptere,for by relation, 

They're cur a moneth ar leaſt fince the laſt faſhion. 

He knowes wwo Ladies that will vow there's none 

At Court, a man of parrs,bur he alone. _ 

d 


« FEpitapbs. 
And yet this gy Face ever learn'd ro know 
T he mixrure of the diſ-joyn'd Chriſt-crofſe row. © += 
Strip of his ragges,and the poore thing is then 
T he juſt contempt of underſtanding men. 
Being Fortunes minion, Narure chought it fir, 
Since he had wealth enoughyhe ſhould want wit, 


To my matchleſſe friend, my deareſi William 
ras New-yeares guift. | 


f How ſhall I thanke my fate that wrought this end 
To wy beſt withes? thar thou un iy end, 
I may loſe all (if T have any) weakh, 
My hcknede may bereave mee of my health. 
Bondage oy ficale my freedome, but my love, 
Which is a icred ieffing from above 
Can ncere be wanting, fince 'ris Jock'r in thee, 
Who art true friendſhips ſafeſt creaſurie. 
It joyes mee that my ſoule ſo welf did light . 
To dwell with thineghou that doſt ſpeake, and write, 
And thinke the Tame with mee,as if my fpirn, 
' Did nothing elſe bur what is thine,inhetir, 
If e're (which heaven defend and till uphold ) 
Our league ſhould breake : Oh! hortor to be roſe, 
And that the knor of our ſtrong anity, 
Should be diffolv'd by any crime in mee, # 
T hen count mee lighter chan my flerting breath, 
Show by this paper,and I'le blufh ro death. | 
But I feare no ſuch miſchiefe, fince-our love 
So aptly in cach 6thers ſoales doth move. 
No icke can'my zcale to thee impart, 
So well I leye theehac thou haft my hearr ; © FR 


/ Epitaph, 
And that ques may concord with time, 
Be this chy New-ycares guift, and call mee thine 


Ever 61] death, 
T.B. 


T he Corner ſtone. 


»yWas a faire None, though it was abus'd, 
And by the ſenſeietic burtdor wa+retins'd ; 

Alas their finne blind ſoules, and blinder eyes, 

Sought by the pride of all cheir induſtries 

To poliſh martle,. porphery, or that 

On which proud fofly ſer ſo high a ® pate, * Diamonds, 

And with ſuch eaxh-bred crifles to refine 97 0407 preci- 

Marcriall Temples 10 the powre divine, Jang 

Whilſt that bright fone from tiheavenly ſquare 
taken, 

Lies on the mountaine by theſe ſooſes forſhaken. 

Ah! had they knuwne the value ofthis Jem, 

Ic had nor beene ſaunderpriz'd by rhew, 

Oh! when that Babel building of thejr finne 

Shall ruin'd daſh upon themſelves agin,; 

And warzing props (9 under-ſc it ſhall, 

Upponthe builders head with teppatyr fall 

How will they with chis abje& no bad beene 

By faich well laidgthem and cher figyes Harweene: 

Then had itJike a ſtgrme-cont UM grocke, 


Secur'd their Manhops from x | 
Of wrach and.juggemevt, both che which unju J 
Shall make-rhcm rgarc uk Ln : Qh'! Fay 

Lord be the Bafis ef my bopes high e 


And then I'ibaild on. cha; faong Cor ny 
— _ 


4" 4 The Ryjall Nazy. . 


And whicher band ? ro.carth; Oh! what's 


Epitaphs. 


_ 


Wi h ? acapor: TIÞpo= 

What man 7a ſpan: ? thorrex habe: 
What's death ? a key : for oy ?ro ope heavens dore, 
Who kee pes it? time : for whom? both rich and pooaze: 
Whar's heaven ? a haven : what's ſhips aachor there ? 
Hope, faich, and love, with one (mall pinngfe feare. 
What arc thoſe? men of warre,how Cong with anumes: 
Whar burchen? weighty, ſuicing cheir alarrn?* - 
Whoſe ſhips? che Kings : wharcolouts? the red crofe : 
VV hat enhgres ? bloodyfrom their Princes lodle: 


To conquer breath, and glory,n wan and lafe, 
Oh! Iorefee the forme, Lord I conſcfle, w 
T hcn vapour,or xaine hats or ſpan I'm IL | 
Save 2 relenting foe ; thy glories are 
More exccllent in. peace, o d:ath and warre; 


' Farto chat time, that cine: his key ſhall kend, 


Ando thry tent my yeelding ſpirit lend: 
I will Nisike (aile ro theſe, and Airive ro prove 
Thy CaPtive, m my hope,taich,tcare and love, 


EPIGR AMS. 
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Epigram 1, 
To my deare friend Will iam Harrington, 


Is rruc (my Will, Yand I confefſe I owe 
Thy friendſhip more than this: yet 6 
beftow 
A verſe npon a frend, hath ſometimes bin 
A” prefcttr work thacceprance of a 
King, 
T houghwy pen-feather'd Muſe yer cannor teach 
My feeble quill ro rhar rap'r ro teach; 
Twill be no lefſe contenrtro mee, if ſhee 
Be bur well entertain'd (deare friend of thee) 
Thou art aKing in friendſhip : and Tay, 
Then thas ro my no little comfort fay, * 
That to0 good Wills my worthiefic Muſe hath won, 
My Scot: and my no kfie{ov'd Harrington. 


Epigr. 


Thy friend Th, Beed: | 
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Epigr mi 


Epigram 2. 


Of one Mary Fraile, wbo lay with M* Reaſon, 


| a Apontry near vandot ng = 
And vow'dr hfrcenc ſhe would thor rarrys 
] ary ſure this vow of modeſty did fail, 

Alas yet pardon her for fleſhis Fraile. 

No ſairors came,nor could her eyes 
Mcerc any that might ſcaze her as his prize; 

But making conſrience not to breake her vow, 

Shce is (anchea'the-promil} maid now. 


Though thou know 'ft not w an ens ons 


I'de have thee chinke,Fraile had forme 


Epigram 3. | | 
On the ſame Mary a great lover of Mery-bame, 


yt te doth Mary bone ate, woultn? - 


The hls 
Oh then I guetſe the'canſe | there's forreths 
te tx vo mae Whores Muſe chere ſticke, 
She that Joves marrow REG 

dt? K=\: « ng N 


| Tothe excellent Poets Mr Crag Withers." 


| Neverſfaw thee ; ; but ſhould 
To ſay ] know thee nor, for y - 


Epigran. 

Or one that is more ſtupid,well may gueſe 
At what thou art by what chou doſt expreſf. 
Oh that bleſt day when tirt my willing hand 
Cps the remes of this dinkgke land: 
Truſt mee, [ grigy'd co thinke that now my age, 
Had fixreence ſuppmers afted on this Rage : 
Yerwas « fitanger wa rare a faulc | 
As thine; whoſe lxgven-bred boldneſl durſt conmole 
Without reſpett of perſons, every fnne. 
T hat co thy knowledge had commirred bin, 
Then next thy $aryres, and thy Mono, I 
Made haſtro-purthaſe, where L might eſpic, 
How ſome roo baſe for earth, nor worth a name, 
wongea bythe mijreand dire ro clay thy fame. 

credit mee 1 hacdl!y could forbeare, 
Upon theſe pirricd lines to drop a reare. 
But chat I know verrue appas'd. by face, 
Lookes greaceſt (like the Sunne nm loweſt Rare; 
When cher who have in ſome baſe rime, 
Imploy'd of fate,thar they might conquer time; 
Shall like thoo paper wyeyin which they truſh 


Be cate by Wognſhgr mardey ico duſt, \ 


And wanr a : ' 
rrrfphnnſes pv Fry ag Aran 


Thy unknown well-wiſber Th.Beed, 


B 


i" 


__ 


by 


Epigramt. 
B fmt ie Lov pion Wii 
Scor, wi the death of broker Gila Seob 


fer mep {deartft friend) wv g a vere, 
So tinviced ro attend the Gearſe: 
Of him whoſe memory dearh cannot blor, 
Since hee yer lives in 
I know the ſenile ſoyle of 
Gave warmth to e Very vertty 
And had the Auguſt of \ 
' Y'had ſcene himcrown'd witha rich harveſt home. 
But now he's Uouded, om ' 
That none but s wotthy are ro know 
We be tanſevge day defrie xdar 
Worth your beſt than x day deſerves : 
Be regiffred ro oy — heaven pleas'd 
Him of his carthly fieſh-encumbrance cas'd, - 
Yet dare you loſe a teare ? bnleGie for joy, 
That heaven in mercy gave him for rhe to 
tony breath, a life thar ſhall outlive, 

har e'te dull carth, or all your love could give, 
I know the fates have leop't aff from your cree 
Many faire branches : whuch I doabt got bee 
Againeyfarre fairer than his maddy ſoyle, 
Could fuffer them to grow r90 : for the toyle 
Of living was their trotible, bur cha care 
T hey wiſely did comemneand fo repaire 
To thar Weſt pallacegwhich for pious men 
The mak er fram'd,and now is oper agen 
For this new entrance : donor onee more 
G2 Spend 


Epigrams. 


Spend any uſcleſſe reare, behold thy Rore | % 


Ofheavenly friends do ſceme to (wile and ſay, 
Will, chou muſt follow,we bur lead the way. 
Which thar thou maiſt,heaven fi thee with ſuch grace, 
As may-prepare-chee ro thar hallowed place, 
Where chou wichtheſe ſhalt never ceaſe ro cry, 
Hoſanna : Glory be to. God on high. 

| Thine T.B. 


= 6. 
To bis friend br Hotnas Beedom, of 
fingle life. 


Appy is hee that leads a fingle life, 


He's not perplexed withthe daily ſtrife . 


Of cupled bondage, nor can torrur'd bee 

With Hymens ague, the diſparity 

Ofminde which bodics joynd,ncither doth know 
W har hell it is,halfe of him{&lfe to owe 

Unto a wife : thus happi's hee alone, 

Can tell himſclfe that hee is alf his owne, 


Em.D. 


Epigram 7. 
E contra, if Marriage. 


MA" was nat co himſclie bame, nor can hee 
Subhſt nm, death, but by poſterity. 

Women the wombe3,of men arc, and that man 

Might after death {| nr yivewhennurting can 

; Koept him, alive buciflue: Naruce gare 


\ 


Woman 


| 


| 


1 
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rams. 


"Woman to him, his vaine name to ſave: 
Happy the man then,who enjoyes a wie, 
By whom he gives himſelf a ſecond life. 


per Th.Beedom, 


Epi 4 
P35 jen 
OF: have I wondred,bur no more I ſhall, wy 


W hy womens wit ſometimes ſaves mich a fall. 
Alas 'tis thus : I now the cauſe do ſcary, ''* 


They were the ribs,which is the Arengrh of mug 
Epigram 9. | 


E Contrario. 


] Ofe admired have why womens mind 
Is ſo perverſe and crooked ro mankind 
Mans rib at firſt ro them a beeing 

And they ke ra rooked naar ave, - 


beg «Trae a 
4 41 ran "i , 
ton compoſed by Dr Henfloe: wo, 


| Heroder pro uns fruntivit mille, nec unto, 


Quem petiit, cecidir yam bene rew detexit. 
The Tranſlation, 


| HyErod for one a thouſand New, 
Y 


et of that one did faile, ; 
G 3 For 


Epigrams. 
For he from Herods fury flew, 
There Herod hit the naile, 


| | Epigram 11. 
T othe worthy honowred,Sir Henry Wootten 
Knght. 


PP there ererniry? or is chere fame? 
Reſts there 4 glary to a vermous name ? 
Is chere a tor Poers ? is there 'blifſe 
To igne diſcenc ? there is. 
CA whole foule tis rrueis aftive ) riſe 
To ſuch a height, not when hee dyes ? 
to farther bs ir fs oh of. man 
o acquire all this ? yes,by deft he can. 
Then 'tis ſome jby to know ir,bur ſuppoſe 
Some were ſo finpid that rhey durft oppoſe 
T his rener, nay,and furrher would imply, 
T hat 'ris in poſſe for beft wirs ro die, 
How when thy clay ſhall Neepe, ſhall thy juſt fame 
Brand theſe erroneous? and convince with ſhame 
Their then griev'd ſagles, to thinke (hy lofſe hath lene 
To their dull Tribe rhar dare experiment, (here, 
Whil't thou when Eith Thall mourne 10 miſſe thee 
Above ro Monarchs,ſhalr become a Peere, 
make the next age bluth to thinke that flee 

rraines no 6gualliothy wit os ther. 


T1 
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F ply amo. 
Epigmam - 141 
To the ſan Knight bets Dn of 
Exton C 


BG wonder fo, thai © Exrop Bly 


fexening packet fame : nat nals 
Doth nor weir bpve tn inarva Woorren SY 
_ parry ce *bove all, chat 


Oh! ſeach ©» Ai had 
es p tory he OPT 
'Twere ro £Ckke Krac t ome 

ani Agcademn, 


Each Colledge (63 by een 
T owrs ins all ſervice Th.Bed 


. -3&SSL 


| 0f «fo ware Send o 
Dawn Ragan a 
ory; 4] 

And tes he pre rd: Good quoth he-, T 
| A while deſiſt, 1 hope his ma jeftie A 
0 Wilthe Nxvy; mul ooo »t 
* Make me a Captaine, ther | 
Bur markc oe hor the ln rind wy 

His new comn'd lie,ſcarce had hee ended full, 

Bur him an Officer i'th King ings uae Gdgromee, 

And dub'd him Capraine i'th leere. 


Fl | G4 Eyigri 


Epigr am. 
Being NN "e— wy ſelfe. 


WS rouRghe live ( fond ſoule.) doſt thau, nge 


From whence thou cam'f, and ne pre fry muſt goe ? 
Can walls of clay ſo much thy ſenſe deli 
As ro debarrerhee from chat glorious fi 
Which thou cover ? canſt thon idly prize 
The mireghar loxts thy wings unfit ro riſe ? 
Shouldſt rhou fil live, it woes fiff co ſee 
Some new ſfceane Aftcd of chy Tragidie : 
Phone [dſt bur do ro morrow, as this day 
mmir freſh ſinne,ſleepe, care, or —_—_ play, 
No matr-r then how ſoone thou dye : then come 
Prepare thy ſelfe to waire po Ems s dombe 
Thou cam ſt from heaven 2ur ro Araw neere 
Thy quier center, ifrhou once reſt rhere, 
Thy walls ofc lyghe mire hc loads thy wings, 
Shall be a Manſon for the King of Kings. 
Thy Tra Tragedy fluzit nd, rhy Gone ſhall ceaſe, 
reſt ever inan ws peace ; 
Bee't when thou pleaſe,good Godat morne or noone, 
50 I dic well, no matzer Lord, how ſoone, 


To him | of bis Aire, 


VVva though thou merit nor?why know there lyes 
:F Y Val'd in the Councogs candor of her g/cs, R 


—_—— FT 
. 
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A faving mercy, that can lend awing 

For dull deſpaire ro monnc on, tis a thing ; 
Beyond the common reach,to know how fweere 
He lives, that doth in death a pardon mecre. 

Bur thou art poore, true: but her berrer party 


| Neere lookt upon the habic bur the bearr. 


Shee that has vertuc cannot doate on thoſe 

Whoſe beſt perſeftion is a ſwuc of cloathes, 

Who Court th! arrrafting beaucies of the age 

With ſome con'd ſtuffe brought frem the Cockpir 
Or gull rheir Miſtris by ſome Pocme ſhowne 

W hich, cauſe they paid for dare caff cher owne. 
When,ifcheir braines were ranſacke you might know, 
They nere Commenc'rt beyond their criil<roiſe row. 
Then hope ( poore heart ) and ftrongly that ſhe will 
Ar laſt embrace thee, for ſhe hath the skill 

To ſchoole the firſt with frownes ; that ſo her favour 
May, when ſhe (miles,laſt with the ſweeter favour. 


igram T6, 
Tobi Superlative Miſtris. 


Bramblc ro the Aarcly Pine ; 
CThe bu ck Thiſllego che verruous Vine. 
Compare che Charcole co rhe Snow-white Downe, 
The wreath of Ruſhes to th'Imperiall Crowne, 
Compare the Raven ro the Turtle Dove ; 
The Moores of India to the of Love. 
Compare the Candle to the \' Moone 
The | de of nigh”, ro Pharbus cye at noone, 
EN Kite to ſweete breach'd thilomell, 
The Lake ro th' Helliconian Well, 


Epigr am 

If theſe admur compariſon, then thee 
That can adrybe Is 6p 
May tend # paralel]: bur ler (ome mert 
Racke rheir dull draines to praife their Mitre, when | 1 
The armoſt of their language they have ſpent, 
Ler rhem fit downe ,and figh,and be content : 
Thew Idols to Sunheames to compare 
Or by the roſe her blaſed lips declare. 

My Mifirefſe muſt beyond rheir Sainrs furvive 
In chat wn quall'd height, ſuperlative. 


Epigram 17. 
To bis intimate friend William Pearle. 


' Toras nor a Night infance that coufd move, 
Thi falrtwionto thy matchlefſe love, 

I dome uſe to ground affeton where 

A complement alone invites the care. 

Ne,l have prov'd ther and thy pretious name 

Conkeomes thy narure to be like che ſame. 

A glorions Gem, whole laftre doch our ſhine 

All thoſc poore merirs that I dare call mine, 

An4 | alt prize thee fmeerhy worth is ſhuwne 

Saperlative and farre above mine 0wne. 

Saffce it thar my _ Art 

$rrives fff to weare thee gpon my tearr. 


ear ann. M Ot 43 a0 oo & ans 
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Epigr ams. 


Epigram 18, 
voy Heroicall ze Thomas James, of 
—"—_ by the Northeveſt paſſ 
towards the South Se. 102. oY 


HE-roicke ſoule, thy memory muſt live, 

Beyond thoſe ſtone buik firuditres, that ca2 give 
Their carth an Ages talke ; or can alſare 
The effgics of ſome mony Gull thall dure, 
Till ſpiders cate his memory : Oh poore glory, 
T'infcrible a Marble with the tedious tory 
Of ſome ſour Sir, whoſe verruc neere was more 
Than how to quarre-l,fur ( perhaps) a whore, 
But thou (great James ) hait by thy Adtions fram'd 
Acrophie, that hereafter thou being nam d, 
Men thall riſe up with reverence, and kevpe 
Thy fame from freezing, when thy Aſhes fleepe. 


T o the ſame Caprtaine on bis Couragions, and pi 
bebaviowr in the ſaid vojage. Fg 


Mrchicfic Commander, when herce winds did burke 
Water to aire, and made the old waves curle 
To mounts of ſolid j-1 rr Nirong fireames 
Of moving marble did atſaulr thee James, 
Did not thy conquer'd courage, hke the reft 
Flag, and fir heavie en thy hopelefie breaſt ? 

1d thou not ſane to heare the Thunder roarc, 
And furious ſcas rebell againſt the Shoare ? 

Diift 


\ 


Epigr ame. 

Didft rhou nor quake ar this ? why then I ſee 
Thy foule (though prifon'd m thy fleſh) was free, 
Thou werr above a mangthy zealc like fire 
Diffolv'dth'o g Ice, and did aſpire, 
Through all the ftormes of darke condenſed ayre, 
>> in a ſheere of ſtorme-conremning prayer; 

e were prevailiug blowes, and broke more Ice 
Ar once,then all your hands at ren-yimes rwice, 
This man'd your ſhip ſecurely chrough the maine, 
And ficred you fafely ro your home againe. 

7B. 


Epigram 19. 
A Complaint of bis ſeparation from his 
Mifires, canſed We biends 
s * . 


in. 


DE Hearr,remember that ſad hower, 
When we were farc't to part, 
How on thy cheekes I we pr a thower, 
With fad and heavy heart; 
Abou thy wafte my Armes did rwift, 
Oh! then T hight, and then 1 Kitt: 


Ten thouſand feares and joyes in one, 

Drd fu ch diftraftion frame, 
As if the livelefſe world would runne 

To Chas backe againe. 
Whilt my poore hearr,amidſt rheſe feares; 
Lay barhced in my wilkewarme reares. 
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Epigroms. 


Ah chenT nnd thinking wepr, 

How friends and fac didyower, 
On thee Leander,how they kept 

Thee from thy Heroes Tower, 
While chunder groand,and heaven did weepe 
To rocke thy ſence in klenc ſleepe. 


Bur fare muſt unrefiſted Nand, 
Oh who can it oppole ? 
Neceſtiti's a T yrant and k 
No meanc in miſchicfc knowes ; 
Elſe might may fairer Love and I 
Unſever d live,rill one did dyc. 


Juſt ſo rhe hungry Infant from 
His Mothezs dugge is rane, 
When his weake arme's yer ſpread along. 
More dulcid milke tv gaine , 
And nothing brings the babe to reſt, 
Unrill he Neepe upon her breſt. 


Thus being baniſht from my Love, 6 
And fore't to feave her higher: 

No thoughts but thoſe of her can move 
In me the feaſt delight ; 

Bar like erue Necle my heart doth pant, 


To couch the long'd-for Adamant. 
Oh ler no forme of diſcontent 
Be cloudedin your brower, 
Deare friends that have my being 1enr, 
ive being to my Yowes ; 
/ 


\ 


Epigrans. 


I'will mach engage my heart, if when 

I ay ſkee's mine, you le ſay Amen. 
Such kindncilc to our rrue love ſhowne, 
Shall binde us donbly then your owne. 


Epigram 20. 
T » the memory of his bonunred friend Maſter 
John Donne, an Everſary, 


Left duſt, and hener ſoulc,to you alone, 

I raiſe this trnfture,nor m Jer or Srone, 
Whoſe frailery in its lufter onely exn, 
Tellus bclow there lyes a frayler man. 
Bur heightne1 by choſe ſeverall glories which 
Doe <qually your herrer ſelf inrich, 
In choſe rude hnes, if ſuch poore things can live, 
I would a mcmory to your being give. 
Burſt ope thy Cel}, ble ſhade,and riſe chat we 
May doe ſome homage ro thy excellency. 
Or rhat thy grcar extmplc way invite, 
Us r0 a wiſh of cvcrlafling night, 
In which thy Sun of verruc thall appeare, 
$4 full,as if carth had ng darkencſlc there. 
Oh happy ſpting of thine, whoſe ſecde and lower 
Was ſowed and bloom'd, and witherd in an hower, 
For iſ long age be counted but a ſpan, 
Thy inch of time ſcarce mcaſur'd halfe a man. 
Bur ſleepe, fleepe beft of ſpirjts, why thould [ 
Diſturbe thy aſhes ? tis a miſery, 
To know thou wert,and arrnarfor ſo men, 
' Mourne, Jewels they once had, bur loſt agen, 
$o he, whoſe birt fare is fore't to prove, 


The 
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Epagrams. 
T he miſery of a memotable Love. 
Remembrimg what ic was,and hnce no more 
He may enjoy 3c as he did before, 
Wee pes the lad conſequende,and prims thereby 
His ſorrowes afferdro the Readeys eye. 1 
But I muſt leave thee thus,and thinke of cher, 
To the mad workd,a juſt wn 
T hou wert nor of thoſe men gowneand hocd, 
Muſt plead a wiſdorze, though nor enderfiocd. 
Nur of the tribe of ſuch as cafily can, 
Drop jefts,or- vapours upon any wan. 
T het are the Indians, tha doe fricke and run, 
To thefalſe rayes of each wppoſed Sunne : 
Simple Americans that doe ingroſle 
The roycs of every noble gens, 
Nor were you foch whoſe cunning tad the kill, 
To murder a friend cloſcly, nor to kill 
Witha prereace of ſafery; your juſt Endes 
Deprnded nor on liking of your friends. 
Bur if the oppoſires of vice way be, 
Ex preſt by any conrrariery, 
Let all men know,whar all men wiſh. as hich is 
Bur a conrem on earth, and afrer bliſſe, 
W hich thou am crownd with,chus ſome ſtoncs are (er 
Ar greater rate, then fome whoſe Cabinct, 
When thy erivmphant ſpirir once did inne, 
At the poore cotrage of thy frayler skinne, 
Though every thought was payment of a rent, 
To high, and wonhy ſuch a tenement, 
Yet as it had a knowledge did difpiarc, 
Becauſc thou wouldfi nor rarry longer there. 
It droopes and ruinates it ſelfe and fall, 
Ia eyery glory of ics principal, 


Fpigrams. 
$0 Princes in a journey having beene 
The honvured gueſts of fome poore village Inne 
. Are mourn'd at their departure, and now more 
Grieves the-(ad hoſt, then he 'was glad before. 
Come Viirgins,you whoſe innocency can 
Emba!me the memryofadivine man ; 
Y >n whoſe un(pored glories as your facey 
Preſerve your fame and multiply is graces : 
Whoſe cafic goodneſie never did afteft 
To wonnd obcdient ſpir;s wich negle, 
Nor triumph in che tall of former loves, 
Comes, come,bleſt Virgins bring your peaccfull Dover, 
Andat tho Alar of his Gacred ſhrine, 
Preſcnt chem and your zrale,as I doc mine, 
That to the world hereafzcs may be read, 
Here innocency by Virgins wound lyes dead. 


An Elegieon the death of his loving friend. J:C: 


VW'1y ſhould the labcur of my mournelull Verſe, 
Find ſo fad ſubxcas thy wmeletſe hearde ? 

My foule, which now is gotybhut where choe arts 

Stayes butrorcll che world we willno; part. 

And che glad Casket which thy athes bearcs, 

Shall tide me after thee in mie 2wne tears, 

And then r<joyce thatw<, whole hears were ones 

In dcath (hall celebcare Communion. 

Wiſcdome of fare: that carcly did remove, 

Thee hence that I in heaven might ſecke ry tove, 

And ſo allure we that rigxe thou. couldit dye, 

No bewiy bur muſt cafe macealicy, | 

I know my bounded every Grace F 
n 
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Ti the Ari limits of rhy well buifc face, 

And thought thoſe princi ples of beauty there 
Unchangable,as bodics in their ſphere ; 

Bur I recant, and tcl the world this truth, 

There is no priviledge in blood ar yeurh 
Elſe how could'ſt thou,whoſe every ſmile: or breath; 
W as a ſufficient ancidore 'gainſt death, 

Have mer a grave ; and like a drooping flowre, 
Have wichcred ro nothing in an houre ? 
Sleepe while ſome Angell wirha peacefull wing, 
Courtaines thy aſhes here,and m—_— 

O're thy innocuous breaſt by that diſplay, 
Informes mee where my duſt muſt take its way, 
Then my infranchos'd ſpirit up ſhall fly, 

To our juſt wedding for erernity, 

And pirty all thoſe enmities below, 

T hat did with hold us from uniting ſo, 

And ſmile to know that all our envious friends, 
Have loſt their plot, and we obtain'd vur ends: 
Bur wee will marry here in ſpighr of thoſe 

That would our much wiſh'r meeting interpoſes 
Death ſhall be preft,lye cloſer ſweere, make roome 
T hat wee may make our marriage bed thy Tombe. 


My forme give mee thy heart. 


ANd why my hear,fince I have none, 
Or if I have perhaps 'ris fone, 
And rather than have ſach a one, 
Berrer have none, 


Lord canſt thou chufe no other parn, . \ 
The world alas harh Note my heave i” 
| H Pleafart 


" Poems. 
Pleaſure intis't ir by trange Art 
From mee to part. 


One Angell luſt, and all che reſt 

Poſſeſics ir, or elſe as bad a gueſt, 

And in the midd'ft there is 2 nealt 
For floarh rg reft. 


Fnvie would have it all, bur pride 
Diſdaining,any ſhoutd divide 
Poffetfion therce 


Enter and then,as tyrants who, 
By bloud arerais'd, their fares undoe, 
Doth domineere. 


T he Petition. 


BE mee my God,and heare mee ſoone, 
"*Becanſe my r.orning roucherh noone, 

Norcan I looke for their delight, 

Becauſe my noone layes hold on wn : 

I am all circle,my morne, night, ayd noone, 

Are individable, then heare mee Soone. 

Thou art all time my God,and [ 

Am part of that erernity : 

Yet being made, want that might 

To bc +. roy arc, Infirure: 0 

As in thy fieſh,ſo be thou Lord eo mee, 

T har is, both infinire,and ctevnity 

Bur I am duſt,ar moſt, bur man, : 

Thar duſt extended r0 aſpen: 
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A ſpan indeed , ſor in thy hand, 

Strercla or contrafted, Lord, I ſtand, 

ContraR and frerch mee roo, that 1 may be 
Srraighrned on carth,to be cnlarg'd to thee. 
But I am nothing,then how can, 

I call my fclfc,or duſt,or man ? 

Yer thou from nothing all didſt frame, 
That all chings might cxalt thy name, | 
Make mee bur ſomething, then my God ro thee, 
Then thall thy praiſe be all in all ro mee. 


V VHen firſt of finne I rooke ſurvey, 
Sinne thar tiurſt wrought poare mans decay, 
Mce thoughs-che ſeeming pleaſures chat it wore 
Berray da face 
$7 tull of grace 
That I defir'd it more and more. 


As ratles babics,and ſuch roycs, 
Are the full bundles of childhoods joyes 
I reſted in appearance little knowing, 
That ſuch vaine rhings, 
Whick ſorrow bring, 
An alteration in their growing, 


As warning once deſcri'd from farre, 
Through ſome datke cloud aglimering farre, 
T har lead mec on ro ſerke irs luſtre our; 
Hee thar makes. all 
Anſwer 'd hus call, 
Had curn'd my erxgr quice about. 


H 2 Didft 
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Did'Q thou nor God, divide thoſe 'ſcas, 
Agypr and Iſracls death and eaſc, 
When ſcparared waves like Mountaines ſweld 
On ciher hde 
To quench their pride 
That *gainſt thy edi did rebell. 


God,didſt not thou rebuke thoſeffeas : 

Narurcs great burthen and diſcaſe 

When Perers Faith,his failing firengrh did cheriſh : 
When calling loud 
I'th watery cloud, 

He cry'd; fave Maſter or I periſh. 


Thou did'ft my God,and thou the world, 
And finne my bearcn Barke have hurl'd 
Ina more deſperare Aorme, yer fill I (ec, 
And hcare the ſay, 
To thy poore clay, 
Is any thing too hard for mee, 


The Inquiſition. 


I, 


Y YHere art thoa God, or where is hee 
That can diſcover thee ro mee, 
The worlds without thee ſurc,for here 
Doth domincere 


HRll,fleſh,and ſinneghou agr net there. 


Poems. 


2, 


Doth Aire thy bleſſed ſpirit hold, F 
nd from our eyes thy ſight unfold, 4 
hou art nor there my God, for here 
Dorh domincere 
acan,aires Princethou arr nor there. . 


3 


Dr doth thy ſacred offence keepe 
oOurt in the Chamber of the deepe; 
o ſure my Godynor fogfor here 

Doth domincege 

Leviachanghor art not there, 


&+ 


Doth Aamgs roo ſabr ill for our ſence 
0 ſpy impaild thy excellence; 
0 ſure my God,nor fo,for here 
Doth dominecre 
he fiery Prince,thou art nor there: 
In none of theſe conhind, yer chou doft ſcatter 
Thy preſence,through both ,carth,aircyhre;8 warcr 


$, 


Each NY SOFED thee God, yer thou 
no where, no where doft remainc: bY 
pugh every place wee thee allow, 
(0 place we know can thee containe, 

Hy Then 
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Then I have fornd cthes now though here, 
Nor here thou art nor yer, thouart 

Borh there and here, be any where, 

So thou bee in my heart ; 

Where bcing Lord, let thar thy cloſer bee, 
T9 kcepe thee ſafe iu mec,and mee in thee? 


A Proud man, 


Vile worme of daft, vaine clay how durſt thou venter! 


To fwell thy felfe above rhe carth,thy center ; 
Vapors exhal'd and lifred ro the xkies, 

Or diſſipare er elſe prove prodigies : 

Why being nothing art thou Bold ro d'on 
The inglorious irch of exalration, 

And by a pernlant pride diſdainſt ro bee 
More heightn'd by a {cle humility; 

As if the Babe il of chy chonghrs could ſhroud 
Th afpiring hattlements within a cloud, 

An4 ſo the mighty machin faſely and, 
Whoſe weaker baſts is but mote and (and, 
Strange myſtery of finne, char drives ns on 

Ax farre as heaven to tnd perdictions 

For wert thou there, and prov'sd ro bee (© then. 
Heaven would caſt downe a devill once agen : 
Yer thus perhaps thy pride might fared bee, 
The Prince of Devils, doth bur cquall thee: 
Change bur the ſub jeft and ſome fins admit , 
To hzmble minds a happy bencfi. 

To ki!l the man of fins ro cover gracc, . 
To preiſe by vio!ence ro Gods holy place, 

C -ention for a Ctownefor bleſſing lire, 
Arc ns that hill moral yty with life, 


Sit 


Ti 
T 


Poems. 


Bur ro be proud, not to be | ue) addes more 
Sinne $0 that pride,chan pride had finne before. 


Meditation. 


MY God came downe in thunder once, but then 
w The founes of men 
& Aﬀeighted at the dreadfall cracke, 


$0inded, ſell backe, 
Defiring not his preſence ſo agen. 


2. 


My God came downe in whirlewinds to0,and flarne, 

But his great Name, 

So blazan'd, did aftoniſt more 

Than hererofore, 

When pointed chunder his ford Herrald came 4 


3. 

My God came down in fleſh atid blood ,and then 
The Sonucs ofmen, - 

To ſuch familiar mercy call, 

Their ſplecne and gall 

To properate his haſt to heaven agen, 


4+ 


My God comes daily downen bread and wiac, 
A lcaſt divine : 
Hs Bur 


Poems. 


But grounds, and oxen hinder ſome, 
'* Theycannor come; * 
Exclude them then, ſayes God,rhey are not mine. 


Js 


M#God comes downe in cach repentanc teare 
Which my ſad fearc, 

Ofhis diſpleaſure,and my finne exhale s 
*T is that whuch bales 

My ſole, for all the good ſhee's in acreare- 


6. 


Come ro mee ſtill, my God, or elſc let mee; 

$0 hou aſſiſt my footſteps, goe ro thee. 

T know the way, for ifro thee I come, 

Thou arr as well the voyage as the home. 

If thou ro mee,my ſoule no paſſage fearcs : * 

& thunder whirkewindegflcth, or feaſt; or teares. 


T he Croſſe. 


I, 


Here is no bud,but has a good 

Arr finds for baſeſt-weedes an uſe : 
Bodies diſtempered with grofſe blood, 
Find preſervation from abuſe, | 

For did not that inforce a breach, 


Who'ld uſe inciſion, fweate, or kech'? 


T.B. 


Did 


Poems. 


2. 


Didnot my finne divine my fall, 
And by my weakenefie ſhow my want : 
Securiry would never call 
To God,nor for his merry parr. 
For where there is no ſence of evill, 
The ſoulc berumm'd admits the devilt 


3. 


The heavicſt Croſſe had ſome renowne, 
And ſharpeſt chornes this balſome had : 
That though they were my Saviours Crowne, 
They di4 produce a good from bad. 
The cauſe moſt vile, ch'effeft moſt good, 
That was my finnc,but this his blood. 


4 


Though bad my finne, it ſaved my fal', 
My weakeneiſe toogmy want did ſhony : 
Theſe did awake megmade me call 
And ro my God for mercy goc. 
Happy this Larum of my cvill, 
My ſoule awake dehe the devill. 


5. 


Then happy Croſſe and healing Thorne, 
Light burthen,and balſamicke flower : 
Ealcd by charby this uncorne, 


Poems. 


My new-creftcd ſoule hath power, 
To blefſe yon both, whoſe good effeAts 
Spur'd up my ſtupid firmes neglefts : 
* Andmaking gaine from ſach a lollc, 
Unto a Crowne transferre a Crolle , 


T.B. 
The Reſwrretion. 


FP no time cerraine when or how,yer muſt 
5ome cer;aune time dererminne I am duſt ? 
Maſt theſe full boncr,and ſwelling veines appeare 
Saplefie and dry, as when the falling yeare 
Exhauſtes the humour from thewerdant bough, 
Which 4id greene liveries ro the leaves allow ? 
And maſt it be frommy decay refolv'd, 
Thar my whole fabricke once muſt be diffolv'd ? 
'T is rrue my ſouls, 'tis ſo : yer ler no care 
Drive uny anxious thought how thou ſhalr ſeare, 
There 15 a rich preſervative for thee, 
Above all balſomegall'd fdelicy, 
And when my Maſſe of congregared Clay, 
Shall in Earths Vincyard labour our the day, 
The penny ſhall be thine : and he that can 
From Rockes and Strones,raifſe ſced ro Abraham, 
Shall raiſe thy diſſipated duſt : arid glew 
Thee in coherence, with thy corpes anew. 
Strange muracle ! yer Lazarus can tell, 
This Paradox in him, found paralcll: 

I doc belerve it Lord : Oh! letme be, 

As happy to enjoy my faith as he, 

T8. 
Cons 
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Conſcience. 


CGEc the blacke clonds of my aſpiring frme, 
Whoſe noxious exhalarions beginne 

To muffle np my hopes,and ſwelling high, 

Terminate no where till they ronch the skye : 

Shrill clammarous Conſcience,doſt thou think my God 

Like Baall, his chinne upon hm breft doth nod, 

And wakcn: nor unlefle thy cry (which is 

A thouſand Larums ) added be ro tis ? 

Buſe Recorder,know 'ſt thou nor I fnde, 

Through the wholl ſeries of a linfull mide, 

That 'ris enough ro finne ? the burthen's mare 

VV hen afrer-checks tell what I did before: 

And gives ill relliſh co my ficke condition, 

To taſte ſuch Viands by a repetition, 

Yet happy be (my ſoule )for ftapid (cence, 

Might 5o rclaxe th'intenrive Conſcience, 

T harfrom its pronc endeavonr ir right be 

No lefſe then guilry by indnigency, 

Oh! proſecute me fall, quicke Conſcience,doe 

And may I my repentance dor fo roo ; 

T hat when my Judge doth tnd thy jndgement paſt 

Appcas d he ſay,loft ſheepe come home ar laſt. 


T.B. 
The Mercy Seate. 
I. 


Aſting along, 45 I Oft paſſe that way, 
P, heard one from the Sanftuary (ay, flo! 
0 


Poem. 

Ho! ho. come in 

All you rhat fmne, 
And I will rake the burthen cleance away. 
Hoke foule ſaid Loh! harkegche Number's All, 
The mercy and the cry both generall. 


2. 


Wichha my foule and Iwo that had bin 
Long talc-companions in the ſweetes of finne. 
4 Approach that place 
Bright ſhine of grace, 
Amtaskt if ſuch a mercy todg'd there in, 
Olryes! (ayes onebefore your Throne appcare, 
Take in your hear a high your eye atearc, 


3- 


Thento a fporlefle Alar TI was broug he, 
Where God ro Man is Charrafted in chought, 
Upon which ſtood 
A crimſon blood. 
Whoſe every drop a thou'and (>ules had bought. 
And there I kneel'd, for oh ! whar geſture is 
Or can be in this ation roo ſubmulle F 


4+ 


I rooke and rafted from the held and vine, 

Their wo beſt Elements of bread and wine, 
And my ſoule traight 
Had loſt the waighr, 

Which did before diſcaſC'irs ref} and nune. 


Poems. 


T found the cauſe was this,thar T fed, 
My ſoule togke in more Godgthen I did bread, 
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Loud voice,large mercy, boundleſic flood, fwerre vinc, 
Proclaime,for give,waſh,cleanſe this ſoule of rae, 
T hat to thy glory 
I may fiory, 
Both worke and ſubjeR of chart mercy thine. 
Thine ? thine my God, risrrue: Oh! ler me be 
As near that attribare,as that ro thee, 


T.B, 
The Preſent. 


What ſhall I doe my God for thee ? 
Thee, that haſt done ſo much for me. 
For when I opencd fiſt the wombe ro live 
In this low ſoyle 
Of ſweare and troyic, 
Thou didft the meanes and guidance give. 


My age is bur a ſpan or rwo, 
A rwiſt, which death can ſoonc undoe : 
A white hor at by many an ayming dart, 
A rcftleflc ball, 
Banded by all, 
Adverſgies that tofke a heat, 


Then ſearch within me,and withour, 
. Imploy thy nor ce round abour: 


Snevey 


Poems. 


Survey mc well, and finde in which part lyes. 
A thing ſo tity 
T hat I may ir 
Preferre to thee for ſacrifice. 


CI prefent thee gold ; or ſome 

Rich Fafterne ſmels, Myrrhe,*ymamum, 

Or ſome proclaime rhee in « deeper firaine, 
Which dycs before, 
Tis twice read 9g're, 

In its 0wne wombe;and rombeyrhejr braine 


Let me bring thee, my Ged,a hearr, 
Entitled thine in every part, 
Next that, a Verſe like this,on which mine 
Be longer fer, 
T han coforger, 
That ſnch a preſent thou ſhould tne. 


Ler orhers,ſo with men their credizes prove, 
They ſhow them wealth and wit ; I thee my loves 


Ad punum morts. 


ſ F this houre dee the bufinefie of my age 
For bcing borne I mnt reſplve ro dyc, 
With what delight can I-fapply the ſtage, 
Mnth cannor ſuite well with a Tragedy; 
Leave me delightgand let my ſorrowes tell 
Heaven 


| Poem. 


Heaven is my joy, the joy of earth my Hell. 
Egypt's the way to Canaan, what though here 
The Pharaoh's of the rime did me vppoſe, 

Yer thy deliverance ſhall proreft me there, 
The greateſt diſcord have the ſweereſt cloſe ; 
Ler my aſſurance here my joyes ex "PI 

T hat's che good land,ibis bur the Wilderneſle, 
Onyons and Garlicke, and the ficſh- pors tov, 
Ler them defire chas have a liſt coeatey 

My pallat canno« reliſh what they doe, 
Manna,my God,l know is Angels meare 3 

Bur if this place affords ir notro me, 

Take me to Canaan fince it is with chee. 

Art thou nor beauty Lord,to whom the Sunne, 
Ar heiglu of glory is ſo darke a blor, 

T hat when thou didſt obſcure thy bleſſed Sonne 
The other had his wonted light r. 

Yet in that bleft Ecchipſicahus worn d fuck light 
T hat carth ſaw heaven ghough heaven was tud in night 


T othe Angels. 


Safc humility is wiſe, 
Both to ir ſelſe and others tv, 
I know there's ſtares, bur uſe mine eyes 
To fnde owt yhat they cannor doc, 
For though they borh parcake of lighe 
. Bothhave net equald ſence in ſights 


Poems. 


And i it fafe yon glorious lights, 
Thar chis dull glimering ſparke,'my ſoule, 
Aﬀcitt know thoſe boumdlefic heights, 
Where your exaired ſpirits rule ; 
Or were my wifedome better ſpenr $ 
To reach my heart ac home content. | 


3. 


Yeras m dungeons we behold, 

Through Gme ſmall chinke a glimering ray, 
- Andithence atfared we are bold, 

To thinke without there is a day, 
So you diſcover ro our ſence 
Ybur excellence by your influence, 


4- 


Bleſt Children,of a more bleft Father, 

He nor diſcourſe your Nory, 

For my affeftions had much rather, 

Partake than ſpeake your glory, Y 
Speake your owne glory, you that can, 
Which no man ere ſhall know as man, 


| 5s 
| ©,  *AndyerTcarenor T what Quire 
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4 ©f Cherub'sSeraphinis,or/Thrones. 
4 | Jang. 7 \ aca arc or hugher, 

ince all I know arc 
I like the ſeare, Ile with no-hy 


6. 


Farewell ſweete Quirty firewell I ſay; / 
This glimpſe ar di ang 

7] All my diſcoutſe,and makes me pray 

And fince T long to meere,leaft [ſhall ffray; 
Guide you Pour Lovet on upon hid way: 


When breath jhall ecte,and leave. for me 

WT he relique of deaths vidtoay, 

JA grim ſad coarſe, oh maſt ry light, 

i RR ET, 

To thac long home, > ic ſees 
derniey? | 


Fr bleſt, or caſt 


? 
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Shall ſhee for eyer, cyer dwel 
Or Saint EET 
When ages namberlefſc ate gone 


Nt etng® rw fmke: © 


— raptem 

- Engine nee —_— thus yeolane, 

erermall doome, 
—_ our or life mul gaine 

Pledfures crernall, or ſuch paine ; 
s /'— ye my God,rhat when 
I ſhall forſake the fonnes of men, 
My jocond ſole may fainted bee, 
In heaven,and thy ererniry. 


_ 


Onthe death of Meris, M.T. 


Milfaken virgins,donordrop ©tcarc, 
he is nor dead beleev'r, 1I'le make'r a ppearet | 
That which,you call a hearſc, is noughr betide 
+ A heavenly charet, in'ra glonous bride. 
Jt Andthat which you more fondly ice 2 grave, 
4 s heaven,for her bride-bed gave 
| nlp pair | 


| Jane ſee great Princezgere they rake, 
W -—wr1a benny =. + ak 
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